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ly DEAR RADELEY, 
I have not been without apprehension 
lest, in dedicating to you a number of poetical 
compositions, I should hardly be n1aking a suitable 
offering to a member of a grave profession, which 
is especially elnployed in rubbing off the gloss with 
which imagination and sentiment invest matter
 
of every-ùay life, and in reducing statelnents of 
fact to their legitimate dimensions. And, besideH 
this, misgivings have not unnaturally con1e over 
me on the previous question; viz., whetlwr, after 
all, the contents of the volume are of sufficient im- 
portance to make it an acc
ptable offering to any 
friend whatcvcr. 
And I must frankly confess, as to the latter 
difficulty, that certainly it ncver would have 
occurred to me thus formally to bring- together 



VI 


DEDICATION. 


into one effusions which I have ever considcred 
ephclllcral, had I not latcly found frOlll publications 
of the day, what I never suspccted before, that 
thcre arc critics, and thcy strangcrs to Ine, who 
think well Loth of son1C of my compositions and 
of Iny power of composing. It is this commenda- 
tion, be
towcd on 111e to nIY surprise as well as to 
my gratification, which has cncouraged me just 
now to rcpuhlish what I have from time to tilne 
written; and if, in doing so, I shall be found, as is 
not unlikely, to have formed a volume of unequal 
n1crit, Iny excusc must be, that I dcspair of dis- 
covcring any standard by which to ùiscriminate 
aright betwecn one poetical attcmpt and another. 
.Accordingly, I mn thrown, from the nature of the 
case, whcther 1 will or no, upon my own judgment, 
which, biasscd by the associations of memory and 
hy personal feelings, and mcasuring, pcrhaps, by 
the pleasure of versc-making, the worth of t.he 
vcrsc, is di
posed eithcr to prcserve thcm all, or to 
put thelll all asidc. 
I-I pre anothcr contrast prcscnts itself betwecn 
the poetical art and the scicnce of law . Your 
profession has its dcfinitive authoritics, its prcscrip- 
tions, its prcccdents, and its principles, by which 
to detcrmine the claim of its authors on public 
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attcntion; but what philosopher will undertake to 
rule matters of taste, or to bring under one idea 
or method works so different from each other as 
those of Homer, ÆschJlus, and Pindar; of Terence, 
Ovid, Juvenal, and l\Iartial? "Vhat court is sitting, 
and ,vhat code is received, for the satisfactory 
determination of the poetical pretensions of writers 
of the day? 'Vhence can we hope to gain a 
verdict upon them, except from the unscientific 
tribunals of Public Opinion and of TiIne? In 
Poetry, as in l\Ietaphysics, a book is of necessity a 
venture. 
And now, con1ing to the suitableness of n1Y 
offering, I know well, my dear Badeley, how little 
you will be disposed to criticize what comes to you 
from me, whatever be its intrinsic value. Less still 
in this case, considering that a chiet' portion of the 
volun1e grew out of that Religious 
lovement 
which J'Oll yourself, as \vell as I, so faithfully 
followed from first to last. And least of all, when 
I tell you that I wish it to be the poor expression, 
long-delayed, of n1Y gratitude, never intermitted, 
for the great services which you rendercd to me 
years ago, by your legal skill and affectionate zcal, 
in a serious matter in which I found myself in 
collision with the law of the land. Those servicc
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I have cver desired in 
ome public, however in- 
adequate, way to rccord; and now, a
 time ]lurrie:::. 
on and opportunities are few, 1 an1 forccd to ask 
you to let lTIC acknowledge lny debt to you as I can, 
since I cannot as T would. 
'Ve are no\\, both of u
, in the declinp of life: 
loay that warm attachment which has lasted 
between U
 inviolate for so lnany ycars, be con- 
tinued, Ly the Inl'rcy of God, to the end of our 
earthl v coursc , and beyond it ! 
of of 


I am, IOY dcaI' Badclcy, 
Aflectionately yourf', 
J. Ii. K. 


TIIP ORATORl, 
December 21, 1867. 
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I. 


SOLITUDE. 


'l'llERE is in stillncss oft a magic power 
To calm the breast, when struggling passions lower; 
Touch'd by its influence, in the soul arise 
Divincr feelings, kinÜred with the skies. 
By this the Arab's kindling thoughts expand, 
\Vhen circling skies inclose the dcscrt sand ; 
For this the hermit seeks the thickest grove, 
To catch th' inspiring glow of heavenly lovc. 
It is not solely in the freedOln given 
rfo purify and fix the heart on heaven; 
Thcre is a Spirit singing aye in air, 
rfhat lifts us high above all n10rtal care. 
No Jl10rtal measure swells that mystic sound. 
No mortal minstrel breathes such tones around,- 
The Angcls' hymn,-the sovereign harmony 
That guidcs the rolling orbs along the sky,- 
:B 2 
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SOLITUDE. 


And hen(.c perchance the tales of saints who view'd 
And heard Angelic choirs in solitude. 
]
y most unhcard,-because the earthly din 
Of toil or mirth has charms their ears to win. 
Alas for man! hc knows not of the bliss, 
The heaven that brightens such a life as this. 


Oxford. 


JIichaelmas Tum, 1818. 



II. 


PARAPHRASE 


OF ISAIAH, CHAP. LXIV. 


o THAT Thou wouldest rend the breadth of sky, 
That veils Thy presence from the sons of men! 
o that, as erst Thou earnest from on high 
Sudden in strength, Thou so would'st come again! 
Track'd out by judgments was Thy fiery path, 
Ocean and mountain withering in Thy wrath! 


Then would Thy natTIe-the Just, the l\Icrciful- 
Strangc dubious attributes to human mind, 
Appal Thy foes; and, kings, who spurn Thy rule, 
Thcn, then would quake to hopclesH dOOlll 
consign'd. 
See, the stout bo,vs, and totters the secure, 
'Yhile pleasure's bondsman hiùes hi
 head inlpure! 
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P.ARUllRABE 


COllie down! for thcn shall from its sevcn bright 

prmgs 
To him who thirsts the draught of life be given; 
Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard the things 
'Vhich lIe hath purposed for the hcirs ofheaven,- 
...\. God of love, guiding with gracious ray 
Each mcck rejoicing pilgrim on his way. 


Yen, though ,ve err, and Thine avcrted face 
Rcbukes the folly in Thine Israel done, 
"\Vill not that hour of chastisemcnt give place 
To bcams, the pledge of an cternal sun? 
Yes! for His counsels to the end cndure ; 
"\Ve shall bc saved, our rest abidcth sure. 


Lord, Lord! our sins. . . our sins. . . unclean 
lre we, 
Gross and corrupt; our seelning- virtuous dceds 
Are but abominate; all, dcad to 
rhee, 
S}nivel, like leaves when sumn1er's green recedes; 
',","hiIc, like the autumn blast, our lusts arise, 
...-\..nd sweep their prey where the fell serpent lies. 
X one, there is none to plead with God in prayer, 
TIracing his laggart 
pirit to the work 
Of intercession; consciencc-sprung dcspair, 
Sin-loving still, doth in each bosom lurk. 



OF J S_\IA.H, CHAP. LXI,. 
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Guilt calls Thee to avenge ;-Thy risen ire 
Sears like a brand, we gaze and we expire. 


But now, 0 Lord, our Father! we are 'rhine, 
Design and fashion; senseless whilc we lay, 
Thou, as the potter, with a I-Iand Divine, 
Didst mould Thy vessels of the sluggish clay. 
)Iark not our guilt, Thy word of wrath recall, 
Lo, we are Thine by price, Thy people an! 


....lIas for Zion! 'tis a waste ;-the fair, 
The holy place in flames i-where once our sires 
J(indled the 
acrifice of praise and prayer, 
Far other brightncss gleams from Gentile fires. 
I.Jow lies our pride ;-and wilt Thou self-deny 
Thy rescuing arm, unvex'd amid Thine Israel's cry? 


Brighton. 


September, 1821. 
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TO F. "". X., 


III. 


TO F. 'Y. K. 


Å BIRTIIDAY OFFERI5G.. 


DEAR Frank, this morn has usher'd in 
The manhood of thy days; 
A boy no more, thou must bcgin 
To choose thy future way
 ; 
To brace thy arn1, and nerve thy heart 
}'or maintenance of a noble part. 


And thou 3 voucher fair hast given, 
Of what thou wilt achieve, 
Ere age has dimm'd th:r sun-lit heaven 
In weary life's chill eve; 
Should Sovercign 'Yisdom in its grace 
V ouchsafc to thee so long a racc. 


My brother, we arc link'd with chain 
That time 811a11 nc\-'r destroy; 



A BIRTHDAY OFFERIXG. 


Together we have been in pain, 
Together now in joy; 
For duly I to share may c1ain1 
The present brightness of thy nalne. 


}\Iy brother, 'tis no recent tie 
'Vhich binds our fates in one, 
E' en from our tender infancy 
The twisted thread was spun;- 
Her deed, who stored in her fond mind 
Our forms, by sacred love enshrined. 


In her affection all had share, 
All six, she loved thcm all ; 
Yet on her early-chosen Pair 
Did her full favour fall ; 
And we b
came her dearest theme, 
IIcr waking thought, her nightly dreau1. 


Ah! brother, shall we e'er forget 
Her love, her care, her zeal? 
'Ve cannot pay the countless debt, 
But we must evcr feel; 
For through hcr earnestness were sIlcd 
Prayer-purchased blessings on our head. 


., 


9 
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TO F. 'V. K., 


Though in the end or days she stooll, 
And pain and weakness canle, 
IIcr force of thought was unsubducd, 
Her fire of love the saIne; 
A.nd e'en when 111enlOry fail'd its part, 
'Ve still kept lodglnellt in her hcart. 


Anll when her ::\Iakcr fronl the thrall 
Of flesh her spirit freed, 
X or suffering 'companied the call, 
-In mercy 'twas decrecd,- 
One moment here, the ncxt she troll 
The viewless mansion of hcr God. 


x ow then at length she is at rest" 
And, after Juan y a woe, 
Hejoices in that Saviour blcst, 
Who was hcr hope below; 
I(ept till the day when He shall own 
I-lis saints before His Father's tllrone. 


So it is left for us to prove 
Hcr prayers were not ill vain; 
And that God's gracc-according love 
lIas fall'n as gentle rain, 


EX. LIBRIS 
Rev. C. W. SULLIVAN 
RAMfllTON 



.Å BIRTHDAY OFFERING. 


11 


Which, sent in the due vernal hour, 
Tints the JToung leaf, perfumes the flower. 


DcaI' Frank, ,ve both are summon'd now 
As champions of the Lord ;- 
Enroll'ù am I, and shortly thou 

Iust buckle on thy sworù; 
A high employ, nor lightly given, 
To serve as messengers of heaven! 


Deep in my heart that gift I hide; 
I change it not away. 
For patriot-warrior's hour of pride, 
Or statesman.s tranquil sway; 
For poet's fire, or pleader's skill 
To pierce the soul and tame the will. 


O! may we follow undismay'd 
'Vhere'er our God shall call ! 
And may His Spirit's present aid 
Uphold us lcst we fall ! 
Till in the end of days we stand, 
As victors in a deathlcss land. 


Chi.ywick. 


J U1l,e 27, 1826. 
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N \.TL"RE AND ART. 


IV. 


NATURE AXD ART. 


FOR AN ALEI'M. 


" 
IAN goeth forth 1 " with reckless trust 
Upon his 'wealth of mind, 
As if in self a thing of dust 
Creative skill might find; 
He schemes and toils; stonc, wood, and ore 
Subject or weapon of his power. 


Bj
 arch and spire, by tower-girt heights, 
lIe would his boa
t fulfil; 
By InarLle hirths, and Inilnic lights,- 
Y ct lacks one secret still ; 
'Vhere is the nlaster-hand shall give 
To breathc, to move, to speak, to live? 


1 !)salm ch". [ciii. ] :!3. 



NATURE A:ND ART. 


o take away this shade of might, 
The puny toil of man, 
Anù let rich Nature in my sight 
Unfold her varied plan; 
I cannot bear those sullen walls, 
Those eyeless towers, those tongueless halls. 


...\.rt's labour'd toys of highest Dame 
Are nerveless, cold, anù dumb; 
And man is fitted but to franle 
A coffin or a tOlnb; 
Well suit when sense is pass'd away, 
Such lifeless works the lifeless clay. 


Here let lue sit where wooded hills 
Skirt yon far-reaching plain; 
'Vhile cattle bank its winding rills, 
And suns embrown its grain; 
Such prospect is to me right dear, 
For freedom, health, and joy are here. 


There is a spirit ranging through 
The earth, the stream, the air; 
Ten thousand shapes, garbs ever new, 
That restless One doth weal"; 


13 



14. 



ATunE .AKD AnT. 


In colour, scent, and taste, and sound 
The energy of life is found. 


The leaves are rustling in the breeze, 
The bird renews hcr song; 
From ficld to brook, o'er heath, o'er trees, 
The sunbeam glides along; 
The insect, happy in its hour, 
Floats softly by, or sips the flower. 


1\ ow dewy rain dcscends, and now 
Brisk showers the welkin shroud; 
I care not, though with angry brow 
Frowns the red thunder-cloud; 
Let hail-storm pelt, and lightning harm, 
'Tis Nature's work, and has its charm. 


Ah! lovely Nature! others dweU 
J'ull favour'd in thy court; 
I of thy smiles but hear thern tell, 
And fec(l on their report, 
Catching' what glimpse an Ulcombe Jiel<1
 
To strangers loitering in hpr fiehls. 
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I go where form has ne'er unbent 
The samcness of its sway; 
Where iron rule, stern precedent, 

Iistreat the graceful day; 
To pine as prisoner in his cell, 
And yet be thought to love it 'well. 


Yet so His high dispose has set, 
"\Vr..o binds on each his part; 
Though absent, I n1ay cherish yet 
An Ulcombe of the heart; 
Calm verdant hope divinely given, 
And suns of peace, and scenes of hra yen ;- 


A soul prepared His will to meet, 
Full fix'd His work to do; 
Not labour'd into sudden heat, 
But inly born anew.- 
So living K ature, not dull Art, 
Shall plan my wars and rulc nlY heart. 


mcomlJe. 


September, 182ft. 
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TRODLCTIOY TO AY ÅJ
BU:M. 


.Y. 


I
THODUCTIOX. 


ro AY ALUUM. 


I A
r a harp of Inany chords, and each 

trullg by a separate hand ;-nlost musical 
)Iy notes, discoursing with the Inental sense, 
X ot the outward ear. Try thenl, for they bespcak 
::\Iild wisùOln, graceful wit, and high-wrought taste, 
Fancy, and hope, ana deccnt gaiety. 
Conle, add a string to nIY assort of sounds; 
'Yiden the compass of Iny harmony; 
And join thyself in fcllowshiJ! of nanle 
'Vith those, whose courteous labour and fair gifts 
IIave given nle voice, and made me what I anI. 


Brigldoll. 


Apf.it, lS
7. 



SXA.PDR.!.GON. 


VI. 


81\ APDRAGON. 


A RIDDLE 


FOR A FLOWER-BOOK. 


I A:\I rooted in the wall 
Of buttress'd tower or ancient haJI ; 
P1'Ïson'd in an art-wrought bed, 
Cased in mortar, cramp'd with lead; 
Of a living stock alone 
Brother of the lifeless stOll'-'. 


Else unprized, I have U1Y worth 
On the spot that gives n1e birth; 
Nature's vast and varied field 
Braver flowers tlian Ine will yield, 
Bold in form and rich in hue, 
Children of a purer dew ; 
Smiling lips and winning eyes 
l\Ieet for earthly paradise. 


c 
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SY A.PDRAGON . 


Choice are such,-and yct thou knowest 
Highcst he whose lot is lowest. 
They, proud hearts, a home reject 
Fralned by hunlan architect; 
Hun1ble-I can bear to dwell 
X ear the pale recluse's cell, 
.A.nd I sprcad my crinlson bloom, 
:Mingled with the cloister's gloom. 
Life's gay gifts and honours rare, 
Flowers of favour! win and wear! 
IIose of beauty, be the queen 
In pleasure's ring and festive scene. 
I vy, climb and cluster, where 
Lordly oaks vouchsafe a stair. 
Yaunt, fair Lily, stately <lanIe, 
Pride of birth and pOll1p of nmne. 
)Iiser Crocus, starved with cold, 
I-lide in earth thy tin1Ïd golù. 
Travell'd Dahlia, frcely boast 
I
now ledge brought frOll1 foreign coast. 
Pleasure, wealth, birth, knowledge, power, 
These have cacIl an emblcrn flower; 
So for me alonc remains 
Lowly thought and cheerful pains. 



SNAPDRAGON. . 


Be it mine to set restraint 
On roving wish and selfish plaint; 
And for 111an'S drear haunts to leave 
Dewy morn and baln1Y eve. 
Be it mine the barren stone 
To deck with green life not its own, 
So to soften and to grace 
Of human works the rugged face. 
l\:Iine, the Unseen to display 
In the crowded public way, 
'Vhere life's busy arts combine 
To shut out the Hand Divine. 


Ah! no more a scentless flower, 
By approving Heaven's high power, 
Suddenly my leaves exhale 
Fragrance of the Syrian gale. 
Ah! 'tis timely comfort given 
By the answering breath of Hcaven ! 

Iay it be! thcn wellluight I 
In College cloister Ii vc and die. 


Ulcombe. 


Octobel' 2, 1827. 


c 2 
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TIIJ
 Tn.A
C'E OF TI
E. 


TII. 


THE THAXCE O
' TIl\II
. 


I"eli>.., qui potuit rerum cogllo
eerc causas, 
_\tquc metus omnes, (It ine>..orahile fatu11l 
Snùjecit peùiùus, strepitumque Aeherontis avari! 


Ix childhood, whpn with eager eyes 
The season-nleasured year I view'd, 
All, garb'd in fairy guise, 
Pledged constancy of good. 


Spring sang of heavcn; the sunnner flowcr::! 
Baùe 111e gaze on, and did not fade; 
Even suns o'er autumn's bowcrs 
IIeard nlY strong wish, and stay'd. 


Thcy came and went, the short-lived four; 
Yet, as thcir varying dance thcy wove, 
To m) young heart each borc 
Its own surc claim of love. 



THE TRAXCE OF TIYE. 
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Far different now ;-the whirling 
p
ar 
Vainly my dizzy eyes pursue; 
And its fair tints appear 
All blent in one dusk hue. 


Why dwell on rich autulnnallights, 
Spring- time, or winter's social ring? 
Long days are fire-side nights, 
Brown Ctutunln is fresh spring. 


Then what this world to thee, my heart? 
Its gifts nor feed thee nor can bless. 
Thou hast no owner's part 
In all its fleetingness. 


The RaDle, the storm, the quaking grounJ, 
Earth's joy, earth's terror, nought is thine; 
Thou must but hear the sound 
Of the still voice divine. 


o priceless art! 0 princely state! 
E'en while by scnse of change opprest, 
\Vithin to antedate 
IIeavcll's Age of fearless rest. 


HifJhwood. 


October, 1827. 



22 CONSOL_\TIOXS IX BERE_-\.TEMENT. 


VIIT. 


CO
SOLATIOXS IX BEREA VE
IENT. 


DEATII was full urgent with thee, Sister dear, 
And startling in his speed ;- 
Brief pain, thcn languor till thy end came near- 
Such was the path decreed, 
The hurried road 
To lcad thy soul from earth to thine own God's 
abode. 


Death wrought \\ ith thee, sweet maid, lln- 
patiently:- 
1? ct nwrciful the baste 
That baffles sickncss ;-dearest, thou didst die, 
Thou wast not nlade to taste 
Dcath's bitterness, 
Dcclinc's slow-wasting charn1, or fever's fierce 
distress. 



CONSOL.!.TIONS IN DEREA VE::\IE:NT. 23 


Death came unheralded :-but it was well ; 
For so thy Saviour bore 
Kind witness, thou wast meet at once to dwell 
On His eternal shore; 
All ,yarning spared, 
For none He gives where hearts are for prompt 
change prepared. 


Death wrought in mystery; both conplaint and 
cure 
To human skill unknown :- 
God put aside all means, to make us sure 
It was His deed alone; 
Lest we should lay 
Reproach on our poor selves, that thou wast caught 
away. 


Death urged as scant of time :-lest, Sister dear, 
"Ve many a lingering day 
Had sicken'd with alternate hope and fear, 
The ague of delay; 
"Vatching each spark 
Of promise quench'd in turn, tin all our SkJT was 
dark. 



21 CO
SOL.ATIO
::; IS J3EREA.VE::\[EXT. 


Death came ana went :-that so thy image nlight 
Ùur yearning JJearts posse
s, 
As
uciatc with all plea:;ant thoughts and bright, 
\Yïth youth and loveliness; 
Sorrow can c1aiIn, 
:Thlary, nor lot nor part in thy soft soothing nmnc. 


Joy of sad hearts, and light of ùowncast eyes! 
l)earest, thou art cnshrined 
In all thy fragrance in our Inenlories ; 
:For we must eycr finù 
Bare thought of thee 
Frcshen this weary life, while weary life shall be. 


O.rfoì'd. 


April, 1
2b. 



_\ .PICTURE. 


IX. 


A PICTURE. 


The maiùen i
 not dead, but sleepcth. 


SUE is not gone ;-still in our sight 
That dearest maid shall live, 
In forln as true, in tints as bright, 
As youth and health could give. 


Still, still is ours the n10dest eye; 
The smile unwrought by art; 
The glance that shot so piercingly 
Affection's keenest dart; 


The thrilling voice, I nc' er could hear 
But felt a joy and pain ;- 

-\.. pride that she was ours, a fear 
Ours she might not renHliu ; 


..)- 
_tJ 
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A PICTURE. 


'Vhether the page divine called forth 
Its clear, sweet, tranquil tone, 
Or cheerful hymn, or seelnly mirth 
In sprightlier measure shown; 


The meek inquiry of that face, 
:àlusing on wonders found, 
As 'mid dim paths she sought to trace 
The truth on sacred ground; 


The thankful sigh that would arise, 
'Vhen aught her doubts removed, 
Full sure the eXplaining "Voice to prize, 
Admiring while she loved; 


The ]wnsive brow, the world might see 
'Vhen she in crowds was found; 
The burst of heart, the o'erflowing glee 
'Vhen only frienùs were round; 


I-Iope's warmth of promisc, prompt to fill 
The thoughts with good in store, 
::\Iatch'd with content's dcep strcam, which still 
Flow'a on, when hope was o'cr ; 



A PICTURE. 


That peace, w.hich, with its own bright day, 
Made cheapest sights shine fair; 
That purest grace, which trac1ed its way 
Safe from aught earthly there. 


Such was she in the sudden hour 
That brought her Maker's call,- 
Proving her heart's self-mastering power 
Blithely to part with all,- 


All her eye lovcd, all her hand press'd 
With keen affection's glo,v, 
The voice of home, all pleasures best, 
All dearest thoughts below. 


From friend-lit hearth, from social board, 
All duteously she rose; 
For faith upon the 1\iaster's word 
Can find a sure repose. 


And in her wondcr up she sped, 
And tried relief in vain ; 
Then laid her down upon her bed 
Of languor and of pain,- 
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A PICTURE. 



\ncl waited till the solemn spell, 
(A. ling'ring night and day,) 
Should fill its numbers, and compel 
Her soul to come away. 


Such was she thcn; and such she is, 
Shrined in each nlourner's breast; 
Such shall she be, and Inore than this, 
In pron1Ìsed glory blest ; 


vVhcn in due lines her Saviour dear 
His scattcr'd saints shall range, 
.And knit in love souls parted here, 
'Vhere cloud is none, nor change. 


O.rford. 


August, 182R. 



)[Y LA.DY NATl'RE AND HER DAUGHTERS. 29 


x. 


!IY LADY NATURE AND lIEU 
DAUGHTERS. 


LADIES, well I deem, delight 
In comely tire to move; 
Soft, and delicate, and bright, 
Are the robes they love. 
Silks, owhcre hues alternate play, 
Shawls, and scarfs, and mantles ga
Y, 
Gold, and gems, and crispèd hair, 
Fling their light o'er lady fair. 
'Ti::; not waste, nor sinful pride, 
-N alne them not, nor fault beside,- 
But her very cheerfulness 
Prompts and weaves the curious dress; 
"\Vhile her holy 1 thoughts still roam 
ß,Iid birth-friends and sccnes of home. 


1 Vide 1 Pet. iii. 5 ; and cf. Gen. x
iv. 22, 28-30. 
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:MY LADY N..1.TURE 


Pleased to please whose praise is dear, 
Glitters she? she glitters there;- 
And she has a pattern found her 
In Nature's glowing worlJ around hcr. 


Nature loves, as lady bright, 
In gayest guise to shine, 
All forms of grace, all tints of light, 
Fringe her robe divine. 
Sun-lit heaven, and rainbow cloud, 
Changeful main, and mountain proud, 
Branching tree, and meadow green, 
All are deck'd in broider'd sheen. 
Not a bird on bough-propp'd tower, 
Insect slin1, nor tiny flower, 
Stone, nor spar, nor Ehell of sea, 
But is fair in its degree. 
'Tis not pride, this vaunt of beauty; 
'VeIl she 'quits her trust of duty; 
Anù, alnid her gorgeous state, 
Bright, and bland, anù delicate, 
Ever bean1ing fronl hcr face 
Praise of a Father'H love we trace. 



AKD HER DAUGHTERS. 


Ladies, shrinking from the vie1v 
Of the prying day, 
In tranquil diligence pursue 
Their heaven-appointed way. 

 oiseless duties, silent cares, 
l\Iercies lighting unawares, 
)Iodest infl uence working good, 
Gifts, by the keen heart understood, 
Such as viewless spirits might give, 
These they love, in-these they live.- 
3iighty Nature speeds her through 
Her daily toils in silence too; 
Caln1ly rolls her giant spheres, 
Sheds by stealth her dew's kind tears; 
Cheating sage's vexed pursuit, 
Churns the sap, matures the fruit, 
And, her deft hand still concealing, 
Kindles motion, life, and feeling. 


Ladies love to laugh and sing, 
To rouse the chord's full sound, 
Or to join the festive ring 
'Vhere danccrs gathcr round. 
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OPlJSCULUM. 


XI. 


OPUSCULU1\I. 


}'OR A. VERY S)IÄLL .ALBUM. 


}\UR Cousin, thy page 
is slnall to encage 
the thoughts which engage 
the n1Ïnd of a sage, 
such as I am ; 


'Twere in teaspoon to take 
the whole Genevese lake, 
or a lap-ùog to make 
the white Elephant sac- 
-rcù in Siam. 


Yet inadequate though 
to the terms strange and so- 
-lemn that figure in po- 
-Iysyllabical row 
in a treatise; 



OPUSCULUM. 
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Still, true words and plain, 
of the heart, not the brain, 
in affectionate strain, 
this book to contain 
very meet is. 


So I promise to be 
a good Cousin to thee, 
and to keep safe the se- 
-cret I heard, although e- 
-v'ry one know it ; 


'Vith a lyrical air 
my kind thoughts I would dare, 
and offer whate'er 
beseems the news, were 
I a poet. 


Brighton. 


April, 1829. 


J) C) 
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A ,OICE FRO:\f AFA.R. 


XII. 


A VOICE FRO)! AF AU 


,V EEP not for me ;- 
Be ùlithe as wont, nor tinge with gloom 
rrhe stream of love that circles home, 
Light l1earts and free! 
.J oy in the gifts Heaven's bounty lends; 
K or miss my face, dcaI' friend
! 


I still am near;- 
'Vatching thc smiles I prized on earth, 
Your convcrse mild, Jour blalnc1ess Inirth ; 
:x ow too I hear 
Of whispcr'd sounds the talc complcte, 
Low prayers, and luusings swect. 



A VOICE FROM AFAR. 


87 


A sea before 
The Throne is spread i-its pure still glass 
Pictures all earth-scenes as they pass. 
'Ve, on its shore, 
Share, in the bosom of our rest, 
God's knowledge, and are blest. 


Horsepath. 


Septembe1' 29, 1829. 
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THE IIIDDEX OYES. 


xnI. 


THE HIDDEX ONES. 


HID are the saints of God ;- 
U ncertified by high angelic sign; 
N or raiment soft, nor empire's golden rod 
l\larks them divine. 
Theirs but the unbought air, earth's parent sod, 
Anù the sun's smile benign ;- 
Christ rears IIi
 throne within the secret heart, 
}"rom the haughty world apart. 


Ther gleam mnid the night, 
Chill sluggiðh luists stifling the heavcnly ray; 
Fanle chants the while,-old history trims his light, 
Aping the day; 
In vain! staid look, loud. voice, aud rcason's might 
}'orcing its learncd way, 
TIlind clmracters! thesp aid. us not to tracc 
Christ and Iris princely race. 



THE HIDDEN ONES. 
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Yet not all-hid from those 
'Vho watch to see ;-'neath their dnll guise of earth, 
Bright bursting gleams unwittingly disclose 
Their heaven-wrought birth. 
Meekness, love, patience, faith's serene repose; 
And the soul's tutor'd mirth, 
Bidding the slow heart dance, to prove her power 
O'er self in its proud hour. 


These are the chosen few, 
The remnant fruit of largely-seatter'd grace, 
God sows in waste, to reap whOln He forekne,v 
Of man's cold race; 
Counting on wills perverse, in His clear view 
Of boundless tinle and space, 
He waits, by scant return for treasures given, 
To fill the thrones of heaven. 


Lord! who can trace but Thou 
The strife obscure, 'twixt sin's soul-thralling spe]1 
And rrhy sharp Spirit, now quench'd, reviving now? 
Or who ean tell, 
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TIlE RIDDEN OXE:s. 


'Vhy parùon's scal stands sure on David's brow, 
'Yhy Saul and Demas fell? 
Oil! lest our frail hearts in the annealing break, 
Help, for rrhy mercy's sake! 


lIorsepalk. 



eptember, 1829. 



A THANKSGIYING. 


XIV. 


A THANI{SGIVIKG. 


"Thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me." 


LORD, in this dust Thy sovereign voice 
First quicken'd love divine; 
I am all Thine,-Thy care and choice, 
My very praise is Thine. 


I praise 1'hee, while Thy providence 
In childhood frail I trace, 
:For blessings given, ere dawning sense 
Could seek or scan Thy grace; 


Blcssings in boyhood's marvelling hour, 
Bright dreams, and fancyings strange; 
Blessings, when reason's awful power 
Gave thought a bolder range; 
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Å THANKSGIVING. 


Blessings of friends, which to my door 
Unask'd, unhoped, haye come; 
And, choicer still, a countless store 
Of eager smiles at home. 


Yet, Lord, in memory's fondest place 
I shrine those seasons sad, 
'Vhen, looking up, I saw Thy face 
In kind austereness clad. 


I would not Iniss one sigh or tear, 
Heart-pang, or throbbing hrow ; 
Sweet was the chastisement severe, 
And sweet it
 n1en10ry now. 


Yes! Jet the fragrant scars abiùe, 
Love- tokens in Tln
 stcad, 
tI 
:Faint shadows of the spear-pierced side 
.A.Dd thorn-encompas
'd head. 


And such Thy tender force be still, 
'Vhell self would swerve or stra
 ' 
Shaping to truth the froward will 
Along Thy narrow way. 



A TTI_\.NKSGIVING. 


is 


Deny me wealth; far, far remoye 
The lure of power or name; 
Hope thrives in straits, in weakness love, 
And faith in this world's shame. 


Oxfm'ò. 


OctobeJ', 1829.. 
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IO:XKS. 


:K o! a lesson 


stern, 


:First by vigils, 
fast, and penance, 
theirs it was to 


learn. 
This their soul-ennobling 
gain, 
.J oys wrought out by 
paIn. 


" \Vhen frOln hOlne they 
stirr'd, 
" Sweet their voices ?"- 
:)till, a blessing 
clo::;ed their merriest 
word; 


And thcir gayest 


smile 


Told of n1usings 
solitary, 
and the hallow' ù 


aisle. 




IONKS. 
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" Songsters ? "-hark! they answer! 
round 


Plaintive chantings 
sound! 


Grey his cowlèd 


vest, 
'Vhose strong heart has 
pledged his service 
to the cloister 


blest. 


Duly garb'ù is 


he, 


As the frost- work 
gelns the branches 
of yon stately 


tree 
'Tis a danger-thwarting 
spell, 


And it fits me 


well! 


Oxfo'rd. 


December, 1829. 
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EPIPHASY -EYE. 


XTI. 


EPIPHANY-EVE. 


A. BIRTllD.!.Y OFFERIXG. 


BIRTllDXí gifts, with the early year, 
Lo! we bring thee, :\Iary dear! 
Prayer and praise upon thy death 
Twined together in a wreath, 
Grief and gladness, such as may 
Suit a solelnn holiday. 
Christmas snow, for maiden's blo0111 
Blanched in winter's sudden tonlb ; 
Christmas berries, His red token 
'Yho that grave's stern seal hath broken; 
These for thee the faithful heart, 
Due mell1entos, sets apart. 


'Twas a fast, that Eve of sorrow, 
Herald veil'd of glorious morrow. 
Speechle
s we sat; and watch'd, to know 



A BIRTHDAY OFFERING. 


How it would be; but time moved slow, 
Along that day of sacre.d woe. 
Then came the Feast, and we were told 
Bravely of our best to bring, 
J\fyrrh, and frankincense, and gold, 
As our tribute to our King. 


Dearest, gentlest, purest, best! 
Deep is thy mysterious rest, 
Now the solClnn hours are over 
And the Angels round thee hover, 
vVith the fanning of their wings 
Keeping tin1e to one "ho sings 
Of high themes consolatory, 
Of the ....t\.ll-loving and His glory, 
Of the age that has no ending, 
Of the day of thy ascending 
FrOln those shades of paradise 
To the bright supernal skies. 


'Thinkest of us, dearest, ever? 
Ah! so be it nought can seyer 
Spirit and life, the past and present, 
Still we yield thee musings pleasant. 
E 
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EFIPIIA
Y-ETE. 


-God abo,"e, and we below ;- 
So thought ranges, to and fro. 
. 
He, in sooth, by tutorings mild, 
:From the rude clay shaped His child, 
Fiery trial, anguish chill, 
Seryed not here His secret will ; 
But His voice was low and tender, 
And so true was thy surrender, 
That the work in haste was done, 
Grace and nature blent in one.- 
Hannless thus, and not unmeet, 
To kiss the dear prints of thy feet, 
Tracing thus the narrow road 
All must tread, and Christ has trod. 


Loveliest, meekest, blithest, kindest! 
Lead! we seek the home thou findest 
 
Though thy name to us most dear, 
Go! we would not have thee here. 
Lead, a guiding beacon bright 
To travellers on the Eve of Light. 
Welcome aye thy Star before us, 
Bring it grief or gladness o'er us;- 
Keen regret and tearful )'earnin3, 



A ßIRTHD.A.Y OFFERIKG. 
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Whiles unfelt, and whiles returning;- 
Or more gracious thoughts abiding, 
Fever-quelling, sorrow-chiding;- 
Or, when day-light blessings fail, 
Transport fresh as spice-fraught gale, 
Sparks frorn thee, which oft have lighteJ 
'Veary heart and hope benighted. 


I this monun1ent would raise, 
Distant from the public gaze. 
Few will see it ;-few e'er knew thee; 
But their beating hearts pursue thee,- 
And their eyes fond thoughts betoken, 
Though thy name be seldom spoken. 
Pass on, stranger, and despise it ! 
These will read, and these will prize it. 


Oxford. 


.January 5, 1830. 


E ., 
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Oxford. 


TIlE WI
TER FLOWER. 



 VII. 


THE 'VI
TEn FLO'YEH. 


\. BIRTIIDAY OFFERING. 


(For Music.) 


BLOO:ll, beloved Flower !- 
Unknown ;-'tis no Inatter. 
Courts glitter brief hour, 
Crowds can but flatter. 


Plants in the garden 
See best the Sun's glory; 
They miss the grecn s,,'ard in 
A conservatory. 


-PRIZED WIIERE'ER KKO\VX.- 
Sure this is a blessing, 
Outrings the loud tone 
Of the dull world's cares::;ing. 


DeCClilber 30, 1830. 



KIXD RE:
IEMBR_-\NCES. 


X\III. 


KIKD RE
iE
IBRAKCES. 


'TIS long, dear Annie, since we n1et, 
Yet deem not that my heart, 
For aU that absence, can forget 
A kinsman's pious part. 


How oft on thee, a sufferer mild, 
::\fy kindly thoughts I turn, 
He knows, upon whose altar piled 
The prayers of suppliants burn. 


I love thy natne, adn1iring all 
Thy sacred heaven-sent pain; 
I love it, for it seeins to call 
The Lost to earth again. 


Can I forget: she to thy need 
IIer ministry supplied, 
Who now, from mortal ùuty freeù, 
Serves at the Virgin's siùl'? 
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KIND REMEMBR.\.XCES. 


'Vhat would'st thou nlore? Upon thy head 
A two-fold grace is pour'd ;- 
Both in thyself, and for the dead, 
A witness of thy Lord! 


Oxford. 



1Iarch, 1831. 




EEDS IX THE AIR. 


XIX. 


SEEDS IN THE AIR. 


FOR ll" ALllU)I. 


" Igneus est ollis vigor, et eælestis origo 
Semini bus." 


CO"LLD I hit on a theme 
To fashion my verse on, 
Not long would I seenl 
A lack-courtes)"I" person. 
But I have not the skill, 
.N or talis111an strong, 
To summon at will 
The Spirit of 
mng.- 
Bright thoughts are rmuning 
Unseen in the air; 
T
ike comets, their coming 
Is sudden and rare. 
They strike, and they cnter, 
An(llight up the In'ain, 
'Vhich thrills to its centre 
\Yith rapturoUR pain. 


.35 
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SEEDS IN THE AIR. 


'Vhere the chance-seed 
Is piously nursed, 
Brighter succeed 
In the path of the first.- 
One sighs to the l\fuse, 
Or the sweet nightingale, 
One sips the night-dcws 
1Vhich 11100n-beams exhale. 
All this is a fiction; 
I never could find 


 suitable friction 
To frcnzy my mind. 
'Vhat use are empirics? 
No gas on their shelf 
Can make one spout lyrics 
In spite of one
elf! 


Dm"linglon. 


J11/Y 18, 1831. 



THE PII.GRI:\f. 
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xx. 


TIlE PILGRI:\I. 


FOR A
 ALBU
r. 


TUERE stray'd awhile, amid the woods of Dart, 
One who could love theIn, but ,vho durst not Jove. 
A vow had bound hin1, ne'er to give his heart 
To streamlet bright, or soft secluded grove. 
'Twas a hard humbling task, onwards to move 
I-lis easy-captured eyes from each fair spot, 
With unattach'd and lonely step to rove 
O'er happy meads, which soon its print forgot;- 
Yet kept he safe his pledge, prizing his pilgrin1-10t. 


Darlington. 


July 21, 1831. 
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nOME. 


X1..T. 


}{O
IE. 


"... HERE'ER I roam in this fair English land, 
The vision of a TClnple meets Iny eyes: 

Iodcst without; within, all-glorious rise 
Its love-encluster'd columns, and expand 
Their slcnder arms. Like olive-plants they stand, 
Each ans\\ 'ring each, in home's soft sympathief', 
Sisters and brothers. At the altar sighs 
Parental fondness, and with anxious hand 
rrenders its offering of young vows and prayers. 
rrhe san1e, and not the HaDle, go where I win, 
The vision heatHs! tcn thousand shrines, aU one. 
Dear fertile soil! what foreign culture bears 

uch fruit? And I through distant climes may run 
..:\Iy weary round, yct miss thy likeness still. 


U:rfol'd. 



YOl'embe
' 16, 18
2. 



TIlE llRAXD OF CAlK. 


XXII. 


THE BRAND OF CAlK. 


I BEAR upon D1Y brow the sign 
Of sorrow and of pain; 
A.las! no hopeful cross is Inine, 
It is the brand of Cain. 


The course of passion, and the fret 
Of godless hope and fear,- 
'foil, care, and guilt,-their hues have set, 
And fix'd their sternness there. 



a.viour! wash out th' imprinted shmne; 
That I no more may pine, 
Sin's martyr, though not Dleet to clain1 
'fhy cross, a saint of'Thine. 


OXfOl'd. 




ocembel' 18, 183:!. 
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7E_\L AND LOYE. 


:XXIII. 


ZEAL AND LOVE. 


..'\
D would'st thou rcach, rash scholar mine, 
Love's high unruffled state? 
Awake! thy easy dreams resign, 
First learn thee how to hate :- 


Hatred of sin, and Zcal, and Fear, 
Lead up the Holy Hill; 
Track then1, till Charity appear 
A self-denial still. 


Dim is the philosophic flalne, 
By thoughts sevcre unfed: 
Book-lore ne'er scrved, when trial came, 
X or gifts, "hen faith was dcad. 


Oxford. 



ol-'embe}" 20, 1832. 



PERSECUTI05. 


XXIV. 


PERSECUTIO
. 


" Anù the woman fled into the wilùerness." 


SAY, who is he in deserts seen, 
Or at the twilight hour; 
Of garb austere, and dauntless mien, 
:\Ieasured in speech, in purpose keen, 
Caln1 as in Heaven he had been, 
Yet blithe when perils lower? 


::\1 Y Holy 1\Iother Inadc reply, 
" Dear child, it is 111Y Priest. 
The world has cast 111C forth, and 1 
Dwell with wild earth and gusty sky; 
lIe bears to 111cn Iny 111andates high, 
And WOJ'kH n1Y sage behest. 


Gl 



G
 


PERSECU1'IOX. 


Another day, dear child, and thou 
Shalt join his sacred band. 
Ah! well J deem, thou shrinkest now 
FrOlTI urgent rule and severing vow; 
Gay hopes flit round, and light thy brow: 
Time hath a taming hand! " 


Oxford. 


NOt"ern
el. 22, 1
3:!. 



ZEÀL AND PURITY. 
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XXY. 


ZEAL AND PUltITY. 


"Come with me, and sce my zeal for thc Lord." 


THOU to wax fierce 
In the cause of the Lord, 
To threat and to pierce 
'Vith the heavenly sword! 
Anger ana Zeal, 
And the Joy of the brave, 
'Vho bade thee to feel, 
Sin's slave. 


The Altar's pure flame 
Consulnes as it soars ; 
Faith meetly may blame, 
For it serves and adores. 
Thou warnest and sn1itest 
 
Yet Christ must atone 
For a soul that thou slightcst- 
Thine own. 


Oxford. 


....Yorember 23, 1832. 



Gt 
rllE GI:FT OF !)ERSEYEItAXCE. 


XXTI. 


THE GIPT OF PERSEVEI
AXCE. 


UXCE, as I brooded o'er Iny guilty state, 
A fever seized 111e, duties to devise, 
To buy 111e interest in Iny Saviour's eyes; 
X ot that His love I would extenuate, 
But scourge and penance, Inastcrful self-hate, 
Or gift of cost, served by an artifice 
rro quell IllY restless thoughts and envious sighs 
And doubts, which fain hcaven's peace would ante- 
date. 
Thus as I tosscd, He said: "E'en holicst deeds 
Shroud not the soul fronI God, nor soothe its needs; 
Deny thee thine own fears, and wait the end! " 
Htern lesson! Let n1e con it day by day, 

.\nd learn to kneel before the Olnniscieut Hay, 
Xor shrink, whcn Truth's avclIging shafts dcscend! 


Uxford. 



Yul:ember 23, 1832. 



THE SIGN OF THE CROSS. 
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XXVII. 


THE SIGX OF THE CROSS. 


WHENE'ER across this sinful flesh of min
 
I draw the Holy Sign, 
All good thoughts stir within me, and renew 
Their slumbering strength divine; 
Tin there springs up a courage high and true 
To suffer and to do. 


And who shall say, but hateful spirits around, 
For their brief hour unbound, 
Shudder to see, and wail their overthrow? 
While on far heathen ground 
Some lonely 
aint hails the fresh odour, though 
Its source he cannot know. 


Oxford. 


N01.'ember 
3, 1832. 


F 
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DOND.1.GE. 


XXVIII. 


BOKDAGE. 


o PROPHET, tell me not of peace, 
Or Christ's all-loving deeds; 
Death only can from sin release, 
And death to judgment leads. 


Thou from thy birth hast set thy face 
Towards thy Iledeenler Lord; 
To tend and deck Ilis holy place, 
Anù note His secret word. 


I ne'er shall reach Heaven's glorious path; 
Yet haply tears may stay 
The purpose of His instant wrath, 
And slake the fiery day. 



DOND.A.GE. 


û7 


Then plead for one who cannot pray, 
'Vhose faith is but despair, 
'Vho hates his heart, nor puts a wa y 
The sin that rankles there 1. 


ItJley. 


November 28, 1832. 


1 The last stanza is not as it stood originally. In this anù 
other alterations in thesc compositions, care has been taken 
not to introùuce ideas foreign to the Author's sentiments at 
the timc of writing. 


F .) 
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THE SCARS OF SIN. 


XXIX. 


THE SCARR OF SIN. 


)(y smile is bright, my glance is fre
, 
l\f y voice is calm and clear j 
Dear friend, I seeln a type to thee 
Of holy love and fear. 


But I am scann'd hy Eyes unseen, 
And these no saint surround; 
They mete what is by what has been, 
And joy the lost is found. 


Erst my good Angel shrank to see 
1\1y thoughts and ways of ill ; 
And now he scarce dare gaze on me, 
Scar-scam'd and crippled still. 


Iff/ey. 


Þ,T"ot'ember 29, 1832. 



.ASGELIC GL'"IDANCE. 


GO 


xxx. 


ANGELIC GUIDANCE. 


ARE these the tracks of SOlne unearthly Friend, 
His foot-prints, and his vesture-skirts of light, 
"\Vho, as I talk 'with men, conforms aright 
Their sYlnpathetic words, or deeds that blend 
'Vith my hid thought ;-or stoops hiln to attend 
l\Iy doubtful-plcafling grief ;-01' blunts the might 
Of ill I sce not i-or in dreams of night 
}-'igures the scope, in which what is will end? 
'V ere I Christ's own, then fitly Inight I call 
'fhat vision real; for to the thoughflliinind 
'fhat walks with Him, lIe half unveils] [is face; 
.But, when on earth-stain'd souls such tokens f
tll, 
These dare not clairn as theirs what there they 
find, 
Yet, not all hopeless, eye His boundless grace. 


1Vhitchurch. 


DecernbeJ' 3, 1832. 
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SUBSTAKCE AXD Srr
DOW. 


:X
XI . 


SUBSTAKCE AXD SHADO'V. 


TllEY do but grope ill learning's pedant round, 
Who on thc fantasies of scnse bcstow 
An idol substance, bidding us bow low 
Beforc those shades of being which are found, 
Stirring or still, on man's brief trial-ground; 
As if such shapes and moods, which come and go, 
Had aught of Truth or Life in their poor show, 
To sway or judge, and skill to sane or wound. 
Son of immortal seed, high-destined l\Ian! 
Know thy dread gift,-a crcature, yet a cause: 
Each mind is its own centre, and it draws 
Hon1e to itself, and moulds in its thought's span 
All outward things, the yassals of its will, 
Aided by Heavcn, by earth unthwarted Rtill. 


Falmouth. 


DecemlJer 7, 1832. 



W ANDERTNGS. 


XXXII. 


WANDERINGS. 


ERE yet I left home's youthful shrine, 
My hcart and hope were stored 
Where first I caught the rays di\Tine, 
And drank the Eternal Word. 


I went afar; the world unroll'd 
Her many-pictured page; 
I stored the marvels W11ich she told, 
And trusted to her gage. 


Her pleasures quaff'd, I sought awhile 
The scenes I prizecl hcfore; 
But parent's praise and sister's 8mile 
Stirr'd my cold heart no more. 
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w A.
DERI.xGS. 


So ever sear, 80 ever cloy 
Earth' 8 favours as they fade; 
Since Adam lost for one fierce joy 
His Edcn's sacred shade. 


Off the Liza'l"d. 


IJecember 8, 1832. 



THE SAINT .A
D TBE HERO. 
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:L
II1. 


THE SAINT AND THE HERO. 


o AGED Saint! far off I heard 
The praises of thy name;- 
Thy deed of power, thy prudent word, 
Thy zeal's triumphant flame. 


I came and saw; and, having seen, 
'tVeak heart, I drew offence 
From thy prompt smile, thy simple mien, 
Thy lowly diligence. 


The Saint's is not the Hero's praise ;- 
This I have found, and learn 
SOl' to malign IIeavcn's humblest waJs, 
Nor its least boon to spurn. 


Bay of Biscay. 


Decem bel' 10, 1832. 
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PRJV ATE JUDG ::\fEKT. 


XXXIV. 


PUIVATE JUDG1\IENT. 


POOR wanderers, ye are sore distress'd 
rro find that path which Christ has hlcss'd 
Track'd by His saintly throng; 
Each claims to trust his own weak will, 
Blind idol! -so ye languish still, 
All wranglers and all wrong. 


He saw of old, and met your need, 
Granting you prophets of His creed, 
The throes of fear to swage ; 
They fenccd the rich bequest lIe made, 
And sacred hands have safe convey'd 
Their charge from age to age. 


Wand'rers! come home! ohey the call! 
A mother pleads, who ne'er let fall 



PRITATE J"LDG:MEXT. 
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One grain of Holy Truth; 
\Varll you and win she shall and must, 
For now Bhe lifts her fronl the dust, 
To reign as in her youth. 


Off Cape Ortegal. 


December 11, 1832. 
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TilE \VATCIIMAN_ 


\:XXY. 


THE 'V ATCHMAN. 


(A Song.) 


FAINT not, and fret not, for threaten'd woe, 
"\Vatchman on Truth's grey hcight ! 
Few though the faithful, ana fierce though the foe, 
vVeakness is aye Ileavell's might. 


Infidcl Ammon and niggard Tyre, 
Ill-fitted pair, unite; 
Some work for love, and somc work for hire, 
But weakness shall be IIeaven's n1ight. 


Eli's feeblcness, Saul's black wrath, 
::\Iay aid Ahitophel's spitc; 
.Anù prayers from Geriziln, anù curses from G ath- 
Our weakness shall prove IIeavcn's nlight. 



TilE WATCHMAN. 
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Quail not, and quake not, thou 'Varder bold, 
Be there no friend in sight; 
Turn thee to question the days of old, 
",Vhcn weakness was aye Heaven's might. 


l\Ioses was one, but he stay'd the sin 
Of the host, in the Presence bright; 
Ando Elias scorn'd the CarIne! din, 
When Baal would Inatch IIeaven's 1l1ight. 


Time's years are Inany, Eternity one, 
And one is the Infinite; 
The chosen are few, few the deeds well done, 
For scantness is still Heaven's Inight. 


At Sea. 


December 12. 1832. 
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TIlE ISJÆS OF THE SIRE:KS. 


XXXVI. 


TILE ISLES OF THE SIHEKS. 


CEASE, Stranger, cease those piercing Dotes, 
The craft of Siren choirs; 
Hush the seductive voice, that floats 
Upon the languid wires. 


1tlusic's ethereal fire was given, 
Not to dissolve our clay, 
But draw PrOlnethean bealns fron1 heaven, 
And purge the dross away. 


'Veak self! with thee the mischief lies, 
rrhose throbs a tale disclo
e ; 
Nor age nor trial has made wibe 
The 
Ian of llumy woes. 


Off Ltsbon. 


December 13, 1832. 



A:B SOL UTIO:N. 


XXXVII. 


.A.BSOL UTION. 


o FATHER, list a sinner's can! 
Fain would I hide fr01ll man my fan- 
But I 111U::;t speak, or faint- 
I cannot wear guilt's silent thrall : 
Cleanse me, kind Saint! 


" Sinner ne'er blunted yet sin's goad; 
Speed thee, my son, a safer road, 
Anù sue His pardoning s111ilc 
Who walk'd woe's depths, bearing man'
 load 
Of guilt the while." 


Yet raise a mitigating hand, 
And minister some potion bland, 
Some present fever-stay! 
Lest one for whOln His work was plann'd 
Die from dismay. 


79 



80 


AUSOLUTIOX. 


" Look not to me-no grace is mine; 
But I can lift the l\fercy-sign. 
This wouldst thou? Let it be! 
Kneel down, and take the ".ord divine, 
ABSOL vo TE." 


Off Cape St. Vincent. 


DecemLej' 1'
, 1832. 



:MEYORY. 
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XXXVIII. 


1\IE:\IORY. 


1\1 y home is now a thousand n1Íles away; 
Yet in my thoughts its every Ï1nage fair 
Rises as keen, as I stilliinger'd there, 
And, turning Ine, could all I loved survey. 
And so, upon DcaHl's unaverted day, 
As I speed upwards, I shan on me bear, 
Aud in no breathlcss whirl, the things that were, 
And duties given, and ends I did obey. 
And, when at length I reach the Throne of Power, 
Ah! still unscarcd, I shall in fulness see 
The vision of my past innumerous deeds, 
l\Iy deep heart-courses, and thcir nlotivc-sceds, 
So to gaze on tin the red dOOlning hour. 
Lord, in that strait, the J udgc! remclnber me ! 


Off Cape Tl"afalga,.. 


IJeceJllhel' 15, lR32. 


G 
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TIlE TIA TEN. 


XXXIX. 


THE HAYEN. 


,y IIl:XCE is this awe, by stillness spread 
0' er the worlò-frette(l soul? 
'Yave rear'd on wave its godless head, 
'Vhile my keen bark, by brcezes sped, 
Dash'd fiercely through the ocean bed, 
And chafed towards its goal. 


But now t11ere rcigns so deep a rest, 
That I could almost weep. 
Sinner! thou hast in this rare guest 
Of Adanl's peace a figure blest; 
'Tis Eden l:ieen, though not possess' .1, 
'Vhich cherub-flan1es still keep. 


Gibraltar. 


December 16, 1832. 



A WORD IN SEASON. 
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XL. 


A 'VORD IN SEASON. 


o LORD! when sin's close-marshall'd line 
Assails Thy witness on his way, 
How should he raise Thy glorious sign, 
And how Thy will display? 


Thy holy Paul, with soul of flame, 
Itose on l\Iars' hill, a soldier lone; 
Shall I thus speak th' Atoning Name, 
Though with a heart of stone? 


" Not so," He said: "hush thee, and seek, 
'Vith thoughts in praycr and watchful eyes, 
My seasons sent for thee to speak, 
And use theln as they rise." 


Gibraltar. 


:December 17, 1832. 


G () 
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FAIR WORDS. 


XLI. 


FAIR 'VORDS. 


THY words are good, and freely given, 
As though thou felt them true; 
Friend, think thee well, to hell or heaven 
A serious heart is due. 


It pains thee sore, man's will should swerve 
In his true path divine; 
..A..nd yet thou vel1tur'st nought to serve 
Thy neighbour's weal nor thine. 


Beware! such words may once be said, 
'Vhere shame and fear unite; 
But, spoken twice, they mark instead 
A sin against the light. 


Gtbraltar. 


Ðece,12Der 17, 1832. 



ENGLAND. 
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XLII. 


ENGLA
D. 


TYllE of the "\Vest, and glorying in the name 
1\:1ore than in Faith's pure fame! 
o trust not crafty fort nor rock renown' d 
Earn'd upon hostile ground; 
'Vielding Trade's master-keys, at thy proud will 
To lock or loose its waters, England! trust not still. 


Dread thine own power! Since haughty Bahel's 
prIme. 
High towers have been man's crime. 
Since her hoar age, when the huge moat lay bare, 
Strongholds have been man's snare. 
Thy nest is in the crags; ah! refuge frail! 
}iad counsel in its hour, or traitors, will prevail. 


He who scann'd Sodom for IIis righteous men 
Still spares thee for thy ten; 
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ENGLAND. 


But, should vain tongues the Bride of Heaven defy, 
He will not pass thee by ; 
For, as earth's kings welcome their spotless guest, 
So gives He them by turn, to suffer or be blest. 


At Sea. 


IJecember 18, 1832. 



:llOSES. 
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XLIII. 


1\10SES. 


1\fOSES, the patriot fierce, became 
The meekest n1an on earth, 
To !Show us how love's quick'ning fhune 
Can give our souls new birth. 


Moscs, the man of meekest heart, 
Lost Canaan by sclf- will, 
Tu show, where Grace has done its part, 
How sin defiles us still. 


Thou, who hast taught me in Thy fear, 
Yet seest me frail at bcst, 
o grant Ine loss with 1\los08 hcre, 
To gain his future rcst ! 


At Sea. 


December 19, 1832. 
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THE P.iTIENT CHt;RCII. 


XL IV. 


THE P ATIEXT CRUnCH. 


BIDE thou thy time! 
,,-r atch with l1Jeek eJ
es the race of pride and crilne, 
Sit in the gate, and be the heathen's jest, 
Slniling and sclf- possest. 
o thou, to whom is pledged a victor's sway, 
Bide thou the victor's day! 


Think on the sin 1 
That reap'd the unripe seed, and toil'd to win 
Foul history-n1arks at Bcthel and at Dan; 
No blessing, but a ban; 
'Vhilst the wise Shepherd 2 hid his heayen-told fate, 
X or reck'd a tyrant's hate. 


Such loss is gain; 
Wait the bright Advcnt that shall loose thy chain! 


1 Jerohoam. 


2 Dayid. 



THE PA.TIEKT CIIURCII. 
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I
'en now the shadows break, and gleams divine 
Edge the dim distant line. 
'Vhen thrones are trelnbling, and earth's fat ones 
quail, 
True Seed! thou shalt prevail! 


qlf Algiers. 


IJecember 20, 1832. 
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.JEnE:
IIAJI . 


XLV. 


JEREl\II
\H. 


u Oh that I bad in the wilderness a lodging-place of way- 
faring mcn; that I might leave my l>cople, and go from 
thcm ! " 


" 'V OE'8 me!" the peaceful prophet cried, 
" Spare 111e this troubled life; 
To steul 111an'S wrath, to school his pride, 
To head the sacred strife! 


" 0 place 1ne in some silent vale, 
'Vhere grovcs and flowers abountl ; 
N or eyes that grudge, nor tongues that rail, 
Vex the truth-haunted ground! " 


If his meek spirit crr'd, opprest, 
That God denied rcpose, 
'Vhat sin is ours, to whom Ilea vcn' s rest 
Is pledged, to heal earth's woes? 


Uff Galita. 


December 22,1832. 



PEN.A1\CE. 


XLYI. 


I>ENANCE. 


MORTA.J
! if e'er thy spirits faint, 
By grief or pain opprest, 
Seek not vain hope, or sour complaint, 
To cheer or ease thy breast: 


But view thy bitterest pangs as sent 
A shadow of that doom, 
'Vhich is the soul's just punishment 
In its own guilt's true home. 


Be thine own judge; hate thy proud heart; 
And while the 
ad drops flow, 
E'en let thy will attend the smart, 
And sanctify thy woe. 


Off Pa1itellaria. 


December 23, 1832. 


HI 



Ð2 


TilE CODRSE OF TRrTH. 


XL"\I!. 


THE COURSE OF TI
UTH. 


" Him God raised up the third day, and shewed Him openly, 
not to all the people, but unto witnesses chosen before of 
God." 


vV IIE
 royal Truth, released from mortal throes, 
Burst His brief slumber, and triumphant rose, 
In had the Holiest sued 
A patron multitude, 
Or courted Tetrarch' s eye, or claim'd to rule 
By the world's winning grace, or proofs from learned 
school. 


But, robing Him in viewless air, He told 
His secret to a few of meanest n10uld; 
They in their turn inlparted 
The gift to mcn pure-heartcd, 
While the brute many heard Iris n1ysteries high, 
As some strange fearful tongue, and crouch'd, ther 
knew not why. 



THE COURSE OF TRUTH. 
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Still is the might of Truth, as it haH been: 
Lodged in the few, obey'd, and yet unseen. 
Rear'd on lone heights, and rare, 
His saints their watch-flame bear, 
And the mad "Torld sees the wide-circling blaze, 
V ain searching whence it streams, and how to 
quench its rays. 


JIalta. 


December 24, 1832. 



9:1 CHRIST)fAS WITllOCT CIIRIST. 


XTlVIIJ. 


CHRIST
IAS 'VITlIOUT CIIRIST. 


How call I kecp IllY Christmas feast 
In its due festive show, 
Reft of the sight of the High Pricst 
From whom its glories flow? 


I hear the tuneful bells around, 
The blessed towers I see; 
A stranger on a forcign ground, 
rrhey peal a fast for Ine. 


o Britons! now so brave and high, 
How will ye weep the day 
'Vhen Christ in judgment passes Ly, 
And caBs the Bride away! 



CHRISTMAS WITHOUT CHRIST. 95 


Your Christmas thcn will lose its n1Ìrth, 
Your Easter lose its bloom: 
Ahroad, a scene of strife an(l dearth; 
""ïthin, a cheerless home! 


.JIaUa. 


December 25, 1832. 
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SLEEPLESS:8ESS. 


XLIX. 


SLEEPLESSXESS. 


DN\VEARIED God, before whose face 
The night is clear as day, 
"\Vhilst we, poor wonns, o'er life's scant race 
Now creep, and no\V" delay, 
'Ve with death's foretaste alternate 
Our labour's dint and sorrow's weight, 
Save in that fever-troubled state 
"\Vhere pain or care has sway. 


Dread Lord! Thy glory, watchfulness, 
Is but disease in man; 
'Veto our cost our bounds transgress 
In Thy eternal pIau: 
Pride grasps the powers by Thee display'd, 
Yet ne'er the rebel effort Inade 
But fell beneath the sudden shade 
Of nature's withering Lan. 


JIalta. 


Dece,nber 2G, 1832. 



ABR.AII.L\f. 
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L. 


ABRAHA
i. 


TIlE better portion didst thou choose, Great Heart, 
Thy God's first choice, and pledge of Gentile 
grace ! 
Faith's truest type, he with unrufHed face 
Bore the world's smile, and bade her slaves depart; 
'Vhether, a trader, with no trader's art, 
He buys in Canaan his last resting-place,- 
Or freely yields rich Siddin1's ample space,- 
Or hraves the rescue, and the battle's smart, 
Yet scorns the hcathcn gifts of those he saved. 
o happy in their soul's high solitude, 
'Vho commune thus with God, and not with 
earth! 
Amid the scoffings of the wealth-enslaved, 
A ready prey, as though in absent mood 
They calmly move, nor rcck the unlnanner'd 
mirth. 


At Sea. 


December 27, 1832. 
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'l'HE GREEK F
\TIIERS. 


LI. 


THE GREEK FATHERS. 


I...ET heathens sing thy heathen praise, 
Fall'n Greece! the thought of holier days 
In my sad heart abides; 
For sons of Thine in Truth's first hour 
"\Vere tongues and weapons of His power, 
Born of the Spirit's fiery shower, 
Our fathers and our guides. 


All thine is Clement's varied page; 
And Dionysius, ruler sage, 
In days of doubt and pain; 
And Origen with eagle eye; 
And saintly Basil's purpose }1igh 
To smite imperial heresy, 
And cleanse the Altar's stain. 



TilE GREEK FATIIERS. 


99 


From thee the gloriom. preacher came, 
'Vith soul of zeal and lips of flame, 
A court's stern martyr-guest; 
And thine, 0 inexhaustive race! 
"\tV as N azianzen's heaven-taught grace; 
And royal-hearted Athanase, 
1Vith Paul's own mantle blest. 


Off Zanle. 


December 28, 1832. 
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THE WITXESS. 


LII. 


THE 'VITNES
. 


How shall a child of God fulfil 
His vow to cleanse his soul froln ill, 
Anù raise on high his baptism-light, 
Like Aaron's z:;eed in vestment white, 
And holy-hcarted N azarite? 


First, let hiln shun the haunts of vice, 
Sin-feast, or heathen sacrifice; 
}'earing the board of wealthy pride, 
Or hcretic, self-trusting guide, 
Or whcre the adulterer's smiles preside. 


N ext, as he threads the maze of Inen, 
Aye lllust he lift his witncss, when 
A sin is spoke in Hcaven's dread face, 
And none at hand of higher grace 
The Cross to carry in his place. 



TilE WITKESS. 
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But if he hears and sits hin1 still, 
First, he will lose his hat
 of ill ; 
Next, fear of sinning, after hate; 
Small sins his hcart then desccrate ; 
And last, despair persuades to great. 


o.U'Ithaca. 


Dpcember 30, 1832. 
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THE TIEATH OF MOSES 


LIlI. 


THE DEATH OF l\IOSES. 


l\ly Father's hope! IllY childhood's dreaul! 
The pronli
e from on high! 
Long waited for! its glories beaJn 
Now whcn my death is nigh. 


l\Iy dcath is come, but not dccay; 
Nor e)re nor lnind is diIn ; 
The keenncss of youth's vigorous day 
Thrills in each nerve and linlb. 


Blest scen
! thrice welcome after toil- 
If no deceit I view; 
o Inight my lips but press the soil, 
And prove thc vision true! 



THE DEATH OF MOSES. 
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Its glorious heights, its wealthy plains, 
Its Inany-tinted groves, 
They call! but He my steps restrains 
'Vho chastens WhOlll He loves. 


.Ah! now they nlelt . . . they are but shades. . . 
I die !-yet is no rest, 
o Lord! in store, since Canaan fades 
But seen, and not possest? 


Off Itlwca. 


December 30, 1832. 
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:MEI.CIIIZEDEK. 


LIT. 


:\fELCHIZEDEI{ . 


"\Yithout father, without mother, without desecnt; having 
ncither bcginning of ùay!", nor cnù of lifc." 


rrIIRICE bless"d are they, who fel
l thcir lonelincss ; 
To whom nor voice of friends nor pleasant scene 
Brings aught on which the saddell'd heart can lean; 
Yea, the rich earth, garb'd in her daintiest dress 
Of light and joy, cloth but the more oppress, 
Claiming responsive s111iles and rapture high; 
Till, sick at hcart, beyond the veil thcy fly, 
Seeking I-lis Presence, who alone can bless. 
Such, in strange days, the weapons of Heaven's 


grace; 
\Vhcn, passing o'cr the high-born Hebrew line, 
He moulds the vessel of His vast design; 
}'atherless, homelcss, reft of agc and place, 
Sever'd from earth, and careless of its wrcck, 
Born through long- woe His rare l\Ielchizedek. 


Corfu. 


Januar!/ 5, 1833. 



CORCYRA. 


105 


LT". 


CORCYRA. 


I SAT beneath an olive's branches grey, 
And gazed upon the sight of a lost town, 
n y sage and poet raised to long renown; 
"\Vhere dwelt a race that on the sea held sway, 
And, restless as its waters, forced a way 
}'or civil strife a hundred statcs to drown. 
That multitudinous streatll we now note down 
As thoug-h one life, in hirth and in dccay. 
But is thcir being's history spent and run, 
'Vho
c spirits live in awful singlencss, 
Each in its sclf-fol'lu'd sphere of light or glOOlU? 
Henceforth, while pondering the ficrce deeds thcn 
done, 
Such rcverence on me shall its seal iluprcss 
As though I corpses saw, and walk'd the tOlllb. 


At Sea. 


January 7, 1833. 
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TRA
SFIGURATIO
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LVI. 


TRAXSFIGURATION. 


"They glorified God in me." 


I SAW thee once, and nought discern'd 
For stran O'er to admire . 
b , 
1\. serious aspect, but it burn'd 
With no unearthly fire. 


Again I saw, an(l I cOllfess'd 
Thy speech was rare and high; 
And yet it vex'd IllY burùen'd breast, 
And 8cared, I knew not why. 


I saw once more, anù awe-struck gazed 
On face, and forn1, an(l air ; 
God's living glory round thee blazed- 
A Saint-a Saint was thcre! 


Off Zanfe. 


January 8, 1833. 



llEnI
D THE YElL. 
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LVII. 


BEHIXD THE V.EII.J. 


BAYJ sn'n the House of sacred rest, 
An1id a thoughtless throng, 
At length I heard its creed confess'd, 
And knelt the saints among. 


Artless his strain and unadorn'd, 
'Vho spoke Christ's n1cssage there; 
Gut what at home I lllight have scorn'd, 
Now chann'd Iny famish'cl ear. 


Lord, grant lue this abiding grace, 
Thy ,V ord and sons to know; 
To pierce tho veil on 
Ioses' face, 
Although his specch 10 slow. 


_It Sea. 


Jalll l m:1f 9, 1833. 
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.T\;DG)IENT. 


LVIIT. 


.JUDG:\IENT. 


IF e'er I fall beneath Thy rod, 
As through life's snares I go, 
Save me frOln David's lot, 0 God! 
And choose Thyself the woe. 


]Iow shoulJ I face Thy plagues? which scare, 
And haunt, and stun, until 
The heart or sinks in mute despair, 
Or nalllCS a random ill. 


If else. . . then guide in David's path, 
'Vho chose tho holier pain; 
Satan and n1an are tools of wrath, 
An Angel's scourge is gain. 


Off ..Walta. 


Ja121lar.lf 10, 1833. 



SEl'SITIfENESS. 


LIX. 


SENSITIVENESS. 


TIME was, I shrank frOln what was right 
From fear of what was ,vrong; 
I would not brave the sacred fight, 
Because the foe was strong. 


But now I ca8t that finer sen8e 
And sorer shaille aside; 
Such dread of sin was indolence, 
Such ainl at Heaven was pride. 


So, when lIlY Saviour ca1l8, I ri:se 
And calnlly do my best; 
Leaving to Hint, with silent eyes 
Of hope and fear, the rest. 


Ion 
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SE
 SITIYESESS. 


I stcp, I lnount where fIe has led; 
1\Ien count nlY haltings o'er;- 
I know thelll; yet, though self I dread, 
I love His precept Inore. 


Lazaret, Malta. 


Jall11ar!l15, IR33. 
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LX. 


DA ,rID AXD JONATHAK. 


" Thy love to me was wonùerful, passing the love of women." 


o HEA.RT of fire! misjudged by wilful man, 
Thou flower of Jesse's race! 
What v/oe was thine, when thou and J onathau 
Last greeted face to face ! 
He doom'd to die, thou on us to impress 
The portent of a blood-stain'd holiness. 


Yet it .was wcll :-for so, 'mid cares of rule 
And crime's encircling tide, 
A spell ,vas o'er thee, zealous one, to cool 
Earth-joy and kingly pride; 
'Vith battle-scene and pagcant, prompt to Llcnd 
Thc pale calm spectre of a blameless friend. 
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D..\.VID AKD JONATHAN. 


Ah! had he lived, before thy throne to stand, 
Thy spirit keen and high 
Sure it had snapp'd in bvain love's slender band, 
So dear in nleffiory ; 
Paul, of his comrade reft, the warning gives,- 
He lives to us who dies, he is but lost who lives. 


Lazaret, .JIalta. 


January 16, 1833. 
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LXI. 


IIUltIILIATIO:N. 


I HAVE been honour'd and obey'ù, 
I have nlet scorn and slight; 
And lllY heart loves earth's sober shade, 
More than her laughing light. 


For what is rule but a sad weight 
Of duty anù a snare? 
"\Vhat meanness, but with happicr fate 
The Saviour's Cross to share? 


This my hid choice, if not frolU heaven, 
l\roves on the heavenward line; 
Clcanse it, good Lord, from carthly leaven, 
And rnake it simply Thine. 


Lazaret, iJIalta. 


January1G, 1833. 


I 
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THE CALL OF D..1. ,ID. 


LXII. 


THE CALL OF DAVID. 


" And the Lord saiù" Arise, anoint him, for this is he." 


L..\TEST born of J csse's race, 
'Vonder 1ights thy bashful face, 
'Vhile the Prophet's gifte<.l oil 
Seals thee for a path of toil. 
'Ve, thy Angels, circling round thec, 
1\e'er shall finù thee as we found thee, 
'Yhell thy faith fir:;t brought us ncar 
In thy lion-fight severc. 


Go! and n1Ïd thy flocks awhilc 
At thy dOOlll of greatness smile; 
Bold to bear God's heavicst load, 
Dimly guessing of the road,- 



THE C\LL OF DAVID. 


Rocky road, and scarce ascended, 
Though thy foot be angel-tended. 


Twofold praise thou shalt attain, 
In royal court and battle plain; 
Then conles heart-ache, care, distress, 
Blighted hope, and loneliness; 
"\V ounùH from friend and gifts from foe, 
Dizzied faith, and guilt, and woe; 
Loftiest aims by earth defiled, 
Gleams of wisdOln sin-beguiled, 
Sated power's tyrannic mood, 
Counsels shared with men of blood, 
Sad success, parental tears, 
And a dreary gift of years. 


Strange, that guileless face and fornl 
To lavish on the scarring storm! 
Yet we take thee in thy blindncss, 
And we buffet thee in kindness; 
Little chary of thy fame,- 
Dust unborn may bless or blame,- 
J 2 
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THE C
LL OF DATID. 


But we mould thee for the root 
Of n1an's promised healing Fruit, 
Anù we lnould thee hence to rise, 
As our brother, to the skies. 


Lazaret, JIalta. 


January 18, 1833. 
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I.XIIr. 


A BLIGHT. 


'","flAT time my heart unfolded its fresh leaves 
In springtin1c gay, and scatter'd flowers around, 
A whisper warn'd of earth's unhealthy ground, 
And all that there love's light and pureness grieves; 
Sun's ray and canker-worm, 
And sudden-whelming storm ;- 
But, ah! my self-will smiled, nor reck'd the gracious 
sound 


So now defilement dims life's Inemory-springF: ; 
I cannot hear an early-cherish'd strain, 
But first a joy, and then it hrings a pain- 
Pear, and self-hate, and vain remorseful stings: 
Tears lull nlY grief to rest, 
Not without hope, this hreast 
l\Iay one day lose its load, and youth yet hloOln 


agm n. 


La::a1'et, ....1Jlalla. 


JallZta1"!1 19, 1833. 
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JOSEI)J[ . 


LXIV. 


JOSEPI-I. 


o PUREST SYlllbol of the Eternal Son! 
Who dwelt in thee, as in sonle sacred shrine, 
To ùraw hearts after thee, and n1ake thcnl thine; 
Not parent only by that light was won, 
And brethren crouch'd who had in wrath begun, 
nut heathen ponlp abased her at the sign 
Of a hid God, and drank the sound divine, 
Till a king heard, and an thou bad'st was donc. 
Then was fulfill'd Nature's din1 augury, 
'rhat " \Visùom, clad in visible fonn, would be 
So fair, that all must love and bow the knee ;" 
Lest it might seem, what tinle the Substance came, 
Truth lack'd a sceptre, when It but laid by 
Its beanlÍng front, and bore a wining shalne. 


Lazaret, JIalfa. 


January 20, 1833. 
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LXV. 


ISAAC. 


l\IA
Y the guileless years the Patriarch spent, 
Bless'd in the wife a father's foresight cho;:;e ; 
1\Iany the prayers and gracious deeds, which rose 
Daily thank-offerings from his pilgrinl tent. 
Yet these, though written in the lleavens, are rent 
Frolll out truth's lower roll, which sternly shows 
But one sacl trespass at his history's close, 
Father's, son's, mother's, and its punishnlent. 
:x ot in their brightness, hut their earthly stains 
Are the true seed vouchsafecl to earthly eyes. 
Sin can read sin, but dimly scans high grace, 
So we move heaven"Tard with avertecl face, 
Scared into faith by warning of sin's pains; 
And Saints are lowcr'd, that the worlcl nlay rise. 


Yalletta. 


Janual'Y 23, 1833. 
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REVERS.ES. 


LX ,. 1. 


I
EYEHSES. 


VVITEX mirth is full and free, 
Some sudden gloOlll shall be; 
When haughty power mounts high, 
The \V ateher's a
e is nigh. 
All growth has bound; when greatest found, 
It hastes to die. 


\rhen the rich town, that long 
Has lain its huts among, 
U prears its pageants vast, 
And vaunts-it shall not last! 
Bright tints that shine, are but a sign 
Of summer past. 


And when thine eye survey:::, 
With fond adoring gaze, 



REVERSES. 
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Anù yearning heart, thy friend- 
Love to its grave doth tend. 
All gifts below, save Truth, but grow 
r.fowards an end. 


ralletla. 


J an uary 30, 1833. 



122 


HOPE. 


LXVII. 


HOPE. 


"\V E are not children of a guilty sire, 
Since 
oe stcpp'd froln out his wave-toss'd 
hOlne, 
And a stern baptism flush'd earth's faded bloom. 
Not that the heavens then clear'd, or cherub's fire 
From Eden's portal did at once retire; 
But thoughts were stirr'ù of Hinl who was to 


come, 
"\Yhose rainbow hues so streak'd the o'ershadow- 
ing gloOln, 
That faith could e'en that dcsolate scene adn1Ïre. 
The Lord has come and gone; and now we wait 
The second substance of the deluge type, 
"\Vhen our slight ark shall cross a molten surge; 
So, while the gross earth Inclts, for judglnent ripe, 
Ne'er with its haughty turrets to enlerge, 
"\Ve shall mount up to Eden's long-lost gate. 


Valletta. 


Feln'uary 5, 1833. 
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LXTIII. 


ST. P...-\.UL AT )IELITA. 


"And wJlen Paul had gathered a bundle of stieks, and laid 
them on the fire, there eame a viper out of the heat." 


SECURE in his prophetic strength, 
The water peril o'er, 
The many -gifted man at length 
Stepp'd on the promised shore. 


He trod the shore; but not to rest, 
N or wait till Angels canle; 
Lo! humblest pains the Saint attest, 
The firebrands anù the flame. 


.But, when he felt the viper's smart, 
Then instant aid was givcn ; 
Christian! hcnce learn to do thy part, 
...t\.nd leave the rest to Heaven. 


.J.1f essina. 


February 8, 1833. 
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:\IESSIX.\. 


}.XIX. 


::\IESSIX A. 


c. Homo sum; humani nil à llle alienum puto." 


\Y lIY, wCllLled to the I...ord, still yearns Iny heart 
rrowards these scenes of ancient heathen fame? 
Yet legend hoar, and voice of bard that caIne 
Fixing Iny restles::; youth with its sweet art, 
.L
nd shades of power, and those who bore a part 
In the n1ad deeds that set the world in flame, 
So fret my Inemory here,-ah! is it Llan1e?- 
That frOl11 D1Y eye
 the tcar is fain to start. 
1\" ay, from no fount impure these drops arise; 
'Tis but that sYlnpathy with Admn's race 
\Yhich in eaeh brother's history rcaùs its OWIl. 
So let the cliffs and scas of this fair place 
Be nan1ed man's ton1b and splendid record stonc, 
I-ligh hope, pride-stain' d, the course without the 
prIze. 


Messina. 


Februa1"!J Ð, 1&33. 
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LXX. 


,V ARNINGS. 


'VHEX Heaven sends sorrow, 
'Varnings go first, 
Lest it should burst 
'Vith stunning might 
On souls too bright 
To fear the morrow. 


Can science bear ùs 
'fo the hid springs 
Of human things? 
'Vhy may not drcmn, 
Or thought's day-gleam, 
Startle, yet cheer us ? 


Arc such thoughts fetters, 
'Vhile Faith disowns 
lJreall of earth' stones, 
I
ecks but fleavcn's call, 
And on the wall 
Reads but Heaven's letters? 


Between, Calatafimi and Palermo. 


February 12, 1833. 
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lESSIK_\. 


].XIX. 


)fESSIN A. 


,. Homo sum; humani nil à lie' alienulll puto." 


'VlIY, \\ called to the Lord, still yearns Iny hcart 
rrowards these sccnes of ancicnt heathen fmnc? 
Yet legend hoar, and voice of Lard that eml1e 
Fixing Iny restless youth with its sweet art, 
.A.nd shades of power, and those who Lorc a part 
In the n1ad deeds that set the world in flame, 
So fret my InemorJ here,-ah! is it Llanle?- 
That frOlll nlY eycs the tear is fain to start. 
1\" ay, from no fount impure these ùrops arise; 
'Tis but that sJlnpathy with Adalll's rac
 
'Yhich in each brother's history reads it
 OWIl. 
So let the cliffs and seas of this fair place 
Be nan1Cd ulan's tonlL aud splendid record stonc, 
IIig-h hope, pride-stain'd, the course without the 
prIze. 


lJIessina. 


Februar!J 9, lR33. 
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LXX. 


WARNINGS. 


,V HEX Rea ven sends sorrow, 
'Varnings go first, 
Lest it should burst 
'Vith stunning might 
On souls too bright 
To fear the morrow. 


Can science bear ùs 
To the hid springs 
Of hunlíu1 things? 
'Vhy Inay not drealn, 
Or thought's day-glemn, 
Startle, yet cheer us ? 


Arc such thoughts fetters, 
'Vhilc Faith disowns 
Dread of earth's tones, 
H,ccks but IIeaven's call, 
And on the wall 
}{eads but IIeaven's letters? 


Between CalalaJimi and Palermo. 


FeVrlla1y12, 1833. 
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OUR FUTUUE. 


LXXIII. 


OUR FUTURE. 


u \Vhat I do, thou knowest not now; but thou shalt know 
hereafter." 


DID we but see, 
'Vhen life first open'd, ho,v our journey lay 
Between its earliest and its closing day, 
Or view ourselves, as we one time shall be, 
'Vho strive for the high prize, such sight would 
break 
The youthful spirit, though bold for J esu's sake. 


But Thou, dear Lord! 
'Vhilst I traced out bright scenes which were to 


come, 
Isaac's purc blessings, and a verdant hOlne, 
Didst spare me, and withhold Thy fearful word; 
'Viling me year by year, till I am found 
A pilgrim pale, with Paul's sad girdle bound. 


Tre Fontane. 


April 2, 183:J. 
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LXXIV. 


IIEATIIENIS:\l. 



I ID Balak' s nlagic fires 
rrhe Spirit spake, clear as in Israel; 
1Vith prayers untrue and covetous desires 
Did God vouchsafe to dw.ell ; 
"\Vho sumlnon'd drcams, His earlier word to bring 
To patient Job's vex'd friends, and Gerar's guileless 
king. 


If such o'erflowiu<J' O'race 
b b 
FrOIn Aaron'
 vest e'en on the Sibyl ran, 
1Vhy should we fear, the Son now lacks His place 
1Vhere roams unchristen'd n1an? 
A.s though, when faith is keen, lIe cannot n1ake 
Dread of the very stones, or thirst with ashes slakc. 


Messina. 



lpril 21, 1833. 


K 
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W ARF ...\.RE. 


LXX-YIlI. 


'VARFARE. 


"Freely JC have received; freely give." 


" GIYE any boon for peace! 
'Vhy should our fair-eyed 1\Iuther e'er engage 
In the world's course and on a trouhled stage, 
From which hcr very call is a release? 
No! in thy garden stand, 
And tend with pious hand 
The flowers thou plantest there, 
'Vhich are thy proper care, 
o man of God! ill meekncss and in love, 
And waiting for the blissful realnls above." 


Alas! for thou 111Ust learn, 
Thou guileless one! rough is the holy hand; 
Runs not the 'Y orù of Truth through every land, 
A sword to sever, and a fire to lJuru? 



WA.RFARE. 
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If blessed Paul had stay'c1 
In cot or lparned shade, 
'Vith the priest's white attire, 
And the Saints' tuneful choir, 

Ien had not gna:;h'd their teeth, nor risen to slay, 
But thou hadst been a heathcn in thy clay. 


Pale'J"mo. 


June 3, 1833. 
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SACRILEGE. 


LXXIX. 


SACHILEGE. 


THE Churcll shone Lrightly it) her youthful days, 
Erc the world on her sll1Ìlec1 ; 
So now, all outcast, she would pour hcr rays 
ICeen, free, and undefiled: 
Yet would I not that ann of force were n1Ìne, 
'Vhich thrusts her frOlll her awful ancient shrine. 


'Twas duty bound each convert-king to rear 
His 
Iother frolll the dust, 
And pious was it to enrich, nor fcar 
Christ for the rest to trust; 
And who shall dare Inake common or unclean 
'\Vhat once has on the Holy Altar been? 


Dear brother
 !-hence, while ye for ill prepare, 
Triumph is still your own; 
Blest is a pilgrin1 Church !-yct shrink to share 
The curse of throwing down. 
So will we toil in our old placc to 8tand, 
'Vatching, not dreading, the despoiler's hand. 


Palermo. 


June oj, 1833. 
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LXXX. 


LIB E RALlS)!. 


" J elm ùestroyed Baal out of Israel. Howheit from tbe sin
 of 
Jeroboam J elm departeù not from after them, to wit, tbe 
golùcn cuh"es tbat were in Betlwl, anù tbat were in Dan." 


YE cannot halve the Gospel of God's grace; 

Icn of prCsulnptuous heart! I know you well. 
Ye are of those who pIau that we should dwell, 
Each in his tranquil homc and holy place; 
Sccing thp 'V ord rcfincs all natures rude, 
And tmncs thc stirrings of the Inultitude. 


And ye have caught SOllie echocs of its lorc, 
As heraldcd :unid the joyous choirs; 
Ye llmrk'd it spoke of peacc, chastised desires, 
'Good-will and lllcrcy,-and ye hcard no morc; 
But, as for zeal anù quick-cyed sanctity, 
And the dreaù depths of grace, ye pass'd them br. 
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LIBERALIS)!. 


.A.nd so ye halve the Truth; for ye in heart, 
At Lést, are doubters whether it be true, 
The thenle di
carding, as unilleet for you, 
Statesllien or 
agl's. 0 llew-enco1l1pa"s'd art 
Of the ancient }"oe !-but what, if it extends 
O'er our own camp, and rules amid our fricnds ? 


Palermo. 


June 5, 1833. 
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IX:XXI. 


DECLENSIOX. 


'VIIEN I anI sad, I say, 
" vVhat boots it Ine to strive, 
And vex Iny spirit day by day, 
Dead memories to revive? 


" Alas! what good will come, 
Though we our prayer obtain, 
To bring old tilnes triunIphant home, 
And wandcring flocks regain? 


" \V ould not our history run 
In the saIne weary round, 
.\11<1 service in llleek faith begun, 
A.t IClIgth in furms be bound? 


" Union would give us strellgth- 
That strength the earth subdue; 
.\w1 then conICS wcalth, and pride at lent,th. 

\nd sloth, awl prayers untrue." 



110 


DECLENSIOK. 


1\ ay, this is worldly-wise; 
To reason is a crime, 
Since the Lord bade His Church arise, 
In the dark ancient tillle. 


He wills that she should shine; 
So we her RaIne must trinl 
Around His soul-converting Sign, 
And leave the rest to Him. 


Pale1"111O. 


June 6, 1833. 
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LXXXI r. 


THE .AGE TO COME. 


1V lIEN I would search the truths that in me burn, 
..A..nd mould them into rule and argument, 
A. hundred reasoners cried,-" IIast thou to learn 
Those dreams are scatter'd now, those fires are 
spent? " 
And, did I mount to simpler thoughts, and try 
Some thenle of peace, 'twas 
till the sanle reply. 


Perplex'd, I hoped my heart was pure of guile, 
But judged me weak in wit, to ùisagrce; 
But now, I see that men are mad awhile, 
....-\nù joy the Age to come will think with me:- 
nris the old history-Truth without a. home, 
Despised and slain, then rising frOlll the tomh. 


Palermo. 


JUlie 9, 1833. 
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EXTERX A L RELIGIOK. 


LXXXIII. 


EXTERNAL RELIGION. 


'VUEK first earth's rulers welcomed hOlne 
The Church, their zeal impress'd 
Upon the seasons, as they COlne, 
The image of their guest. 


J\Icn's words and works, their hopes and fears, 
Henceforth forbid to rove, 
Paused, when a :\Iartyr claim'd her tears, 
Or Saint inspired her love. 


But craving wealth, and feverish power, 
Such service now discard; 
The loss of one excited hour 
A sacrifice too hard! 


..llnd e'en about the holiest day, 
God's own in every time, 
They doubt and search, lest aught should stay 
A cataract of crÏ1ne. 



:EXTERSAL RELIGIOK. 


143 


'Yhere shall this cease? nlust crosiers fall, 
Shrines suffer touch profane, 
Till, cast without His vineyard wall, 
The Heaven-sent Heir is slain? 


Palermo. 


June 11, 1833. 
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LXXXI V. 


ST. GllEGOny 
 AZIAKZEN. 


PEACE-LOVIXG man, of hun1ble heart awl true! 
'Vhat dost thou here? 
:Fierce is the city's crowd; the lordly few 
Are dull of ear! 
Sore pain it was to thee,-till t.hou didst quit 
Thy patriarch-throne at length, as though for power 
unfit. 


So works the All-wise! our services dividing 
Not as 1\
e ask : 
:For the world's profit, by our gifts deciding 
Our duty-task. 
Hoe in king's courts luth J eren1ias plead; 
And slow-tongued :\Ioses rule hy eloquence of deed! 



ST. GREGORY NAZIANZEN. 
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Yes! thou, bright Angel of the East! didst rear 
The Cross divine, 
Borne high upon thy liquid accents, where 
1\fen mock'd ..the Sign; 
Till that cold city heard thy battle-cry, 
And hearts were stirr'd, and deem'd a Pentecost 
was nigh. 


rrhou couldst a people raise, but couldst not rule :- 
So, gentle one, 
Heaven set thee free,-for, ere thy years were full, 
Thy work was done; 
According thee the lot thou lovedst best, 
To llluse upon the past,-to serve, yet be at rest. 


Palermo. 


June 12, 1833. 
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THE GOOD SA)fARITAN. 


LXXXV. 


THE GOOD 
Al\IAI
ITAN. 


o THAT thy creed were sound 1 ! : 
}'or thou dost soothe the heart, thou Church of 
Rome, 
By thy unwearied watch and varied round 
Of service, in thy Saviour's holy home. 
I cannot walk the city's sultry strects, 
But the wide .porch invites to .still retreats, 
'Yhere passion's thirst is calm'd, and care's un
 
thankful gloom. 


There, on a foreign shore, 
rrhe hOlnesick solitary finds a friend: 
Thoughts, prisoll'd long for lack of speech, out- 
pour 
Their tears; and doulJts in resignation end. 


1 Of cour
e this is tbe exclamation of one who W
 not in 
Catholic Communion. 



TIrE GOOD SA-MARIT..1.
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I aln10st fainted fronl the long delay 

rhat tangles lne within thi
 languid bay, 
'Vhen comes a foe, my wounds with oil and wine 
to tend. 


Paler'lIto. 


-Tune 13, 1833. 


IJ 
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LXXXYI. 


THE PILLAR OF THE CLOUD. 


LEA.D, I\:indlJT Light, amid the encircling gloom, 
Lead Thou me on ! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home- 
Lead Thou me on ! 
!{eep Thou 111)"" feet; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene,-one step enough for mc. 


I was not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou 
Shouldst lead Ine on. 
I loved to choose and see my path, but now 
Lead Thou me on ! 
I loved the garish day, and, spite of tears, 
Pride ruled my will: ren1enlber not past years. 



THE FII...LA.R OF TilE CLOUD. 1 t9 


So long Thy power hath blest Ine, sure it still 
'Yillleaù me on, 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone; 
And with the n10rn those angel faces smile 
\Vhich 1 have loved long since, and lost awhile. 


At Sea. 


June IG, 1833. 


\ 
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JOXA.S. 


LXXX,II. 


JONAS. 


"But Jonah rose up to flee unto Tarshish, from the presence 
of the Lord." 


DEEP in his 111editativc bower, 
The tranquil seer reclined; 
N umbering the creepcrs of an hour, 
The gourds which o'er him twined. 


To note each plant, to rear each fruit 
Which soothcs the languid sensc, 
He deem'd a safe, refined pursuit,- 
His Lord, an indolcnce. 


The sudden voice was heard at length, 
" Lift thou the prophct's rod!" 
But sloth had sapp' d the prophet's strength, 
He fear'd, and fled from God. 



JO
.A.S. 
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N ext, by a fearful juclglllent tamed, 
He threats the offending race; 
God spares ;-he Inunnurs, priderinflalned, 
His threat made void by grace. 


'Vhat ?-pricle and sloth! nmn's worst of foe8! 
Anù can such guests invade 
Our choicest bliss, the green repose 
Of the sweet garden-shade? 


Off Sardinia. 


JlI'ne 18. 1833. 
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F..l.ITII AGAINST SIGHT. 


LXXXYIII. 


FAITH AGAINST SIGHT. 


" As it was in the days of Lot, so shall it be also in the day 
of the 
on of :\Ian." 


THE world has cycles in its course, when all 
That once has been, is acted o'er again:- 
::Not by some fated law, which need appal 
Our faith, or binds our dceds as with a chain; 
But by men's separate sins, which blended still 
The same bad round fulfi1. 


Then fear ye not, though Gallio's scorn ye see, 
And soft-clad nobles count you nlad, true hearts! 
These are the fig-tree';:) signs i-rough deeds must 
be, 
Trials and crimes: so learn ye wcll your parts. 
Once more to plough the earth it is decreed, 
And scatter wide the seed. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 18, Ib33. 



DESOLATION. 


1:53 


LXXXIX. 


DESOLATION. 


0, SAY not thou art left of God, 
Because His tokens in the sky 
Thou canst not read: this earth He trod 
To teach thee He was ever nigh. 


He sees, beneath the fig-tree green, 
Nathaniel con His sacrec1lore ; 
Shoulc1st thou thy chamber seek, unseen, 
He enters through the unopen'd door. 


.And when thou liest, by slunlbcr bound, 
Outwearied in the Christian fight, 
In glory, girt with Saints around, 
lIe stands above thee through the night. 


'Vhen fricnds to Emmaus bcnd their course, 
He joins, although He holds their eyes: 
Or, shouldst thou feel SOlne fcver's force, 
lIe takes tl1Y hand, He bids thee rise. 
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DESOLATIOY. 


Or on a voyage, when callus prevail, 
And prison thee upon the sea, 
He walks the wa Ye, He wings the sail, 
The shore is gain'd, and thou art 1ì'ee. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 18, 1833 



ZE..1.L A.XD PA.TIENCE. 


xc. 


ZEAL AXD PATIENCE. 


"I, Paul, the prisoner of the Lord." 


o CO)lRADE bold of toil and pain! 
Thy trial how severe, 
'Vhen scver'd first lJY pri
oncr's chain 
From thy loved labour-sphere! 


Say, did impatience first in1pel 
The heaven-sent bond to hreak ? 
Or, couldst thou bear its hindrance well, 
Loitering for J e
u's sake? 


011, Inight we know! for 
ore we feel 
The languor of delay, 
'Y}WIl sicknl'
s lets our fainter zeal, 
Or foes lJlock np our way. 
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ZEAL AND PATI:E:KCE. 


J..4ord! who Thy thousand years clost wait 
To work the thousandth part 
Of Thy vast plan, for us create 
'Vith zeal a patient heart. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 19, 1833. 



TilE RELIGION OF CAlX. 


157 


XCI. 


THE RELIGION OF CAlX. 


"Am I my brother's keeper?" 


TIlE tilne has been, it seenl'd a precept plain 
Of the true faith, Christ's tokens to display; 
And in life's COlllmerCe still the thought retain, 
That men have souls, and wait a judgment- 
day; 
I
ings used their gifts as ministers of heaven, 
Nor stripp'd their zeal for God, of means which 
God had given. 


'Tis alter'c1l1ow ;- for 
\òam's eldest born 
Has train'd our practice in a selfish rule, 
Each stands alone, Christ's bonds asundcr torn; 
Each has his private thought, selccts his school, 
Conceals his crced, and lives in closcst tie 
Of fellowship with thosc who count it blasphemy. 



13
 TIlE UELTGIO
 OF CAI::\. 


Brothers! spare reasonIng ;-men have settled 
long 
That y
 are out of date, and they are wi
e ; 
Use their own weapons; let your words be 
strong, 
Your cry be loud, tin cach scared boaster flies; 
Thus the Apostles talned the pagan breast, 
They argucd not, but preach'd; and conscience did 
the rest. 


OJ]' Sardinia. 


Jl l ne 19, 1833. 



ST. PAUL. 


1
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XCII. 


ST. PAUL. 


I DREA1\I'D that, 'with a passionate complaint, 
I wish'd me born amiù God's deeds of might; 
And envied those who had the presence hright 
Of gifted Prophet and strong-hearted Saint, 
'Vhom my heart loves, and Fancy strives to paint. 
I turn\l, when straight a stranger n1et n1Y sight, 
Came as my guest, and did awhilc unite 
His lot with n1ine, and lived without restraint. 
Courteous hc was, and grave,-so Ineek in mien, 
It scen1'd untrue, or told a purpose weak; 
Yet, in the 111ood, he could with aptness Rpeak, 
Or with stern force, or show of feelings kcen, 
1\Iarking deep craft, methought, or hidden pride:- 
Then can1e a voice,-" St. Paul is at thy side." 


Off Sardinia. 


June 20, 1833. 
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XCIII. 


FLO'VERS vVITHOUT FRUIT 


I>.RUNE thou thy words, the thoughts control 
That o'er thee swell and throng; 
rrhey .will condense within thy soul, 
And change to purpose strong. 


But he who lets his feelings run 
In soft luxurious flow, 
Shrinks when hard service must be done, 
And faints at every woe. 


Faith's Ineanest deed more favour bears, 
"\Vhere hearts and wills are weigh'd, 
Than brightest transports, choicest l)l'aycr:-" 
"\Yhich bloonl their hour and fade. 


Oif'Sardinia. 


June 20, 18
;j. 



ZEAL AND MEEKNESS. 
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XCIV. 


ZEAL AKD l\IEEKNESS. 


CHRIST bade His followers take the sword; 
And yet He chid the deed, 
'Yhen hasty Peter seized His word, 
And made a foe to bleed. 


The gospel Crecd, a sword of strife, 
1\Ieek hands alone Inay rcar; 
And eyer Zcal begins its life 
In silent thought and fear. 


Ye, who would wceù the Vineyard's soil, 
Treasure the lcsson givcn ; 
Lest in the judgment-books ye toil 
For Satan, not for heaven. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 20, 1 



. 


){ 
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YEXATIONS. 


xcv. 


VEXATIO
S. 


EA.CII trial has its weight; which, whoso bears 
l{nows his own woe, and need of succouring 
grace; 
The martyr's hope half wipes away the trace 
Of flowing blood; the while life's humblest cares 
Smart more, because they hold in Holy vYrit no 
place. 


This be my comfort, in these days of grief, 
vVhich is not Christ's, nor forms heroic 
tale. 
Apart from Him, if not a sparrow fail, 
l\Iay not He pitying view', and send relief 
vVhen foes o
 friends perplex, and peevish thoughtð 
prevail? 



VEXATIONS. 
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Then keep good heart, nor take the niggard 
course 
Of Thomas, who must see ere he would trust. 
Faith will fill up God's word, not poorly just 
To the bare letter, heedless of its force, 
But walking by its light amid earth's sun and dust. 


QIf Sardinia. 


June 21, 1833. 


:u 2 



IG-t: TIlE CnURCH IN PRAYER. 


XCVI. 


THE CHURCH IN PRAYER. 


'Vny loiterest within Simon's walls, 
Hard by the barren sea, 
Thou Saint! when many a sinner cans 
To preach and set him free? 


Can this be he, who erst confess'd 
For Christ affection keen, 
N ow truant in untimely rest, 
The mood of an Essene? 


Yet he who at the sixth hour sought 
The lone house-top to pray, 
There gain'd a sight beyond his thought, 
The dawn of Gentile day. 



THE CHURCH I
 PRAYER. 
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Then reckon not, when perils lour, 
The time of prayer rnis-spent ; 
Nor meanest chance, nor place, nor hour, 
Without its heavenward bent. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 21, 1833. 
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TIlE WRATII TO CO:YE. 


XCVII. 


TI-IE 'VRATII TO CO::\IE. 


" From His mouth came out a sharp two-edged sword." 


'VIIE
 first God stirr'd me
 and the Church's word 
Caine as a then1e of reverent search and fear, 
It little cost to own the lustre clear 
O'er rule she taught, and rite, and doctrine pour'd ; 
For conscience craved, and reason did accord. 
Yet one there was that wore a micn austere, 
And I did doubt, and, troubled, ask'd to hcar 
\Vhose mouth had force to edge so sharp a sword. 
::\ly mother oped her trust, the holy Book; 
And heal\l ll1Y pang. She pointed, anù I found 
Christ on Himself, considerate IVlastcr, took 
The utterance of that doctrine's fearful sonlle1. 
The }'ount of Love lIis servants sends to teU 
Love's deeds; Himself reveals the sinner's hel1. 


Off Sardinia. 


June 21, 1833. 



PUSILLANIMITY. 
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XCVIII. 


PUSILLAKIlIITY. 


" I have need to be baptized of Thee, anù eomest Thou to 
me ? " 


IIow didst thou start, Thou Holy Baptist, bid 
To pour repentance on the Sinless Brow! 
Then all thy meekness, from thy hearers hid, 
Beneath the Ascetic's port, and Preacher's fire, 
Flow'd forth, and with a pang thou didst desire 
He might be chief, not thou. 


AntI so on us at "hilcs it falls, to claim 
Powers that we dread, or dare sonle forward part; 
X or mUf't we shrink as cravens from the blalne 
Of pride, in common eyes, or purpose deep; 
But with pure thoughts look up to God, and keep 
Our secret ill our heart. 


At Sea. 


Jlme 22, 1833. 
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JAMES AND JOlIN. 


XCIX. 


J.AIVIES AND JOHN. 


Two brothers freely cast their lot 
'Vith David's royal Son; 
The cost of conquest counting not, 
They decln the battle won. 


Brothers in heart, they hope to gain 
An undivided joy; 
That man may one ,vith man remain, 
As boy was one with boy. 


Christ heard; and wilI'd that J alnes should 
fall, 
}"irst prey of Satan's rage; 
John linger out his fellows an, 
And die in bloodless age. 



JA:llES AND JOHY. 


16Ð 


x ow they join hands once more above, 
Before the Conqueror's throne; 
Thus God grants prayer, but in His love 
l\Iakes times and ways His own. 


At Sea. 


June 22. 1833. 
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FLORA NO\"ISSIMA. 


c. 


HORA NOYISSIl\IA. 


WHENE'ER goes forth Thy dread C0111111and, 
And my last hour is nigh, 
Lord, grant Ine ill a Christian land, 
As I was born, to die. 


I pray not, Lord, that friends may be, 
Or kindred, standing by,- 
Choice blessing! which I leave to Thee 
To grant me or deny. 


But let my failing limbs beneath 
l\Iy l\Iother's smile recline; 
And prayers sustain my labouring breath 
Fronl out her sacred shrine. 


And let the Cross beside my bed 
In its ùue en1blcms rest; 
And let the absolving words be said, 
To ease a laden breast. 



HOR.! NOT"ISSIM.A.. 


IiI 


Thou, Lord, where'er we lie, canst aid; 
But He, who taught His own 
To live as one, will not upbraid 
The dread to die alone. 



1t Sea. 


June 22, 1833. 
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PROGRESS OF UNBELIEF. 


CI. 


PROGRESS OF UNBELIEF. 


N o'v is the ....4.utumn of the Tree of Life; 
Its leaves are shed upon the unthankful earth, 
vVhich lets theln whirl, a prey to the winds' strife, 
Heartless to store thenl for the 1110nths of dearth. 
Men close the door, and dress the cheerful hearth, 
Self-trusting still; and in his cOlnely gear 
Of precept and of rite, a household Baal rear. 


But I will out alnid the sleet, and view 
Each shrivelling stalk and silent-falling leaf. 
'fruth after truth, of choicest scent and hue, 
}'aùes, and in faùing stirs the Angels' grief, 
U nanswer' d here; for she, once pattern chief 
Of faith, n1Y Country, now gross-hearted grown, 
'Vaits but to burn the stem before her idol's throne. 


At Sea. 


June 23, 1833. 



CO:XSOLATION. 


li:J 


CII. 


CONSOLATION. 


" It is I; be not afraiù." 


,V nE
 I sink down in gloom or fear, 
Hope blighted or delay'd, 
Thy whispér, Lord, my heart shall cheer, 
" 'Tis I; be not afraid!" 


Or, startlcd at smne sudden blow, 
If fretful thoughts I feel, 
" Fear not, it is but I!" shall flow, 
As balm my wound to heal. 


Nor will I quit Thy way, though foes 
Some onward pa::5s defend; 
:F'rom each rough voice the watchword goes, 
" nc not afraid! . . . a friend!" 
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CONSOLATIOS. 


And oh! when judgn1ent's trumpet clear 
Awakes me from the grave, 
Still in its echo may I hear, 
" 'Tis Christ; lIe COlnes to save." 


At Sea. 


June 23, 183ð. 
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H .AND 013:ED-EDOM. 
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CIII. 


UZZAH AND OBED-EDOl\L 


TUE ark of God has hidden strength; 
'Vho reverence or profane, 
They, or their seed, shall find at length 
The penalty or gain. 


'Vhile as a sojourner it sought 
Of old its destined place, 
A blessing on the home it brought 
Of one who did it grace. 


But there was one, outstripping all 
The holy-vestured band, 
'Vho laid on it, to save its fall, 
A rude corrective hand. 


Head, who the Church would cleanse, and marl\: 
IIow stern the warning runs; 
There are two ways to aid hcr ark- 
As patrons, and as sons. 


At Sea. 


JUlie 21, 1833. 
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THE GIFT OF TOXG"VES. 


CIT. 


THE GIFT OF TOXGUES. 


OXCE cast with men of language strange 
And foreign-lTIoulded creed, 
I mark'd their random converse change, 
And sacred themes succeed. 


Oh
 how J coveted the gift 
fro thread their mingled throng 
Of sounds, then high my witness lift! 
But 'weakness chain'd 111Y tongue. 


Lord! has our dearth of faith and prayer 
Lost us this power once given, 
Or is it sent at seasons rare 
And thcn flits back to hcaven ? 


At Sea. 


June 2.1, lR33. 



THE POWER OF PRA.YER. 
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CY. 


THE PO'VER OF PRAYEI
. 


TIIERE is not on the earth a soul so base 
But may obtain a place 
In covenanted grace; 
So that his feeble prayer of faith obtains 
Some loosening of his chains, 
_-\.nd earncsts of the great release, which rise 
}"rom gift to gift, and reach at length the eternal 
prIze. 


An may save self ;-but minds that heavenward 
tower 
AilTI at a wider power, 
Gifts on the world to shower.- 
And this is not at once i-by fastings gain'd, 
And trials well sustaill'd, 
By purcness, righteous deeds, and toils of love, 
Abidance in the Truth, and zeal for Goll above. 


.At Sea. 


June 21:, 1833. 
N 
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SEMIrA JCSTORUl\I. 


(,VI. 


SEl\IIT.A. JUSTOnU:ThI. 


"\VHEN I look back upon my former race, 
Scasons I see at which the Inward Ray 
l\Iore brightly burn'd, or guided some new way; 
Truth, in its wealthier scene and nobler space 
. Given for n1Y eye to range, and feet to trace. 
And next I mark, 'twas trial did convey, 
Or .grief, 
H' pain, or strange eventful Jay, 
To my tormented soul such larger grace. 
So now, whene'cr, in journeying on, I fcel 
The shadow of the Providential Hand, 
Deep breathleHs stirrings shoot across Iny brea
t, 
Searching to know what lIe will now reveal, 
'Vbat sin uncloak, what stricter rulc command. 
And girding me to work His full behest. 


At Sea. 


June 25, 1833. 



THE ELE)IENTS. 


CVII. 


THE ELE
IENTS. 


(A TI'a!Jic Chorus.) 


)IAK is permitted much 
To scan and learn 
In Nature's frame; 
Till he wen-nigh can tame 
Brute ll1ischiefs and can touch 
Invisible things, and turn 
All warring ills to purposes of good. 
Thus, as a god below, 
He can control, 
And harmonize, what seems an1Ïss to flow 
As sever'd from the whole 
And dimly understood. 


But o'er the elelnents 
One Hand alone 
One I-Iand has sway. 
'Vhat influence day by day 
In straiter Lelt prevents 
The impious Ocean, thrown 
N 2 


lï9 
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TIlE ELE:llENTS. 


Alternate o'er the ever-sounding shore? 
Or who ]las eye to trace 
How the Plague came? 
Forerun the doublings of the Tempest's race? 
Or the Air's weight and flame 
On a set scale explore? 


Thus God has will'd 
rrhat man, when fully skill'd, 
Still gropes in twilight dim; 
EnC01l1pass'd all his hours 
By fearfullcst powers 
Inflexible to hilll. 
That so he nlay discern 
His feeblencss, 
And e'en for earth's success 
To I-lim in wisdom turn, 
'Vho holds for us the keys of either hOllle, 
Earth and the world to come. 


At Sea. 


June 25, 1833. 



APOSTASY. 
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CYIII. 


APOSTASY. 


F.R_\.
CE! I will think of thee as what thou wast, 
'Vhen Poictiers show'd her zeal for the true 
creed; 
Or in that age, when Holy Truth, though cast 
On a rank soil, yet was a thriving seed, 
Thy schools within, from neighbouring countrie
 
chased; 
E'en of thy pagan day I bear to read, 
Th.y. }Iartyrs sanctified the guilty host, 
The sons of blessed John, rear'd on a western coast. 


I dare not think of thee as what thou art, 
Lest thoughts too deep for man should trouble 


me. 
r t is not safe to place the Inind and heart 
On brink of evil, or its flamcs to see, 
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APOSTASY. 


Lest they should dizzy, or SOlne taint Í1npart, 
Or to our sin a fascination be. 
And so in silence I will n01V proclaim 
Hate of thy present self, anù scarce will sounù tIt: 
name 1. 


o.U' the French Coast. 


June 26, 1833. 


1 This is not the language of one who knew any thing 
rigbtly of that great Catholic anù highly gifted people. 



JL"D.AISM. 
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CIX. 


JUDAIS
I. 


(A Tragic Ckoru
.) 


o PITEOUS race! 
Fearful to look upon, 
Once standing in high place, 
lIeavcn's eldest son. 
o aged blind 
Lllvenerable! as thou flit test by, 
I liken thee to him in pagan song, 
In thy gaunt majesty, 
The yagrant I(ing,"Of haughty-purposed n1illd 
'Vh0111 prayer nor plague could bend 2; 
\\rronb"'d, at the co
t of hinl who ùid the wrong, 
.\ccurseLl him
elf, but in his cursing strong, 
And honour'd in hi
 end. 


- Viùe the O
ùipl1s Coloncus of ::5ophoc1es. 
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JUDAIS
I. 


o Abraham! sire, 
Shamed in thy progeny; 
'Vho to thy faith aspire, 
Thy Hope deny. 
'V ell wast thou given 
From out the heathen an adopted heir, 
l{aised strangely from the dead when SIn had 
slain 
Thy former-cherish'd care. 
o holy men, ye first-wrought gems of heaven! 
Polluted in your kin, 
Come to our fonts, your lustre to regain. 
o Holiest Lord! . . . . but Thou canst take no stain 
Of blood, or taint of sin. 


Twice in their day 
Proffer of precious cost 
"\Vas 111ade, IIeaven's hand to stay 
Ere all was lost. 
The first prevaiI'd ; 
Moses was outcast frOlll the pron1Ïsed h01ne, 
For his own sin, yet taken at his prayer 
To change his people's doom. 
Close on their eve, one other ask'd and fail'd : 



JUDAIS::\I. 
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'Vhen fervent Paul was fain 
The accursed tree, as Christ had borne, to bear, 
No hopeful answer calne,-a Price more r
re 
Already shed in vain. 


Off It.fm'seilles Harbour. 


June 27, 1833. 



lSG SEPARATION OF FRIENDS. 


ex. 


SEPARATIOX O}-' FRIENDS. 


Do not their souls, who 'neath the Altar wait 
Until their seconù birth, 
The gift of patience need, as separate 
From their first friends of earth? 
K ot that earth's blessings are not all outshonc 
By Eden's Angel flame, 
But that carth knows not Jet, the Dead has WOIl 
That crown, which was his aim. 
For when he left it, 'twas a twilight scene 
About his silent bier, 
..A.. breathless struggle, faith and sight betweell. 
Anù IIope and sacreù .Fear. 
Fear startled at his pains and dreary end, 
Hope raised her chalice high, 
And the twin-sisters still his shade attend, 
View'ù in the n10urner's eye. 
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Bo day by day for him from earth ascends, 
A'd steam in summer-even, 
The speechless intercession of his friends, 
Toward the azure heaven. 
Ah! dearest, with a word he could dispel 
All questioning, and raise 
Our hearts to rapture, whispering all was well, 
And turning prayer to praise. 
And other secrets too he could declare, 
By patterns all divine, 
Iris earthly creed retouching here and there, 
And deepening every line. 
Dearest! he longs to speak, as I to know, 
And yet we both refrain: 
It were not good: a little doubt below, 
..And all will soon be plain 8. 


.JIaJ'seilies. 


June 27, 1833. 


3 The last twelve lines \\ ere nddcd after :Fcb. 2S, 1836, the 
date of R. Hurrell Frouùe's death. 
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MORXISG. 


CXI. 


MOI{NING. 


FROM ST. GREGORY NAZIANZEY. 


I RISE and raise mý clasped hands to Thee! 
lIenceforth, the darkness hath no part in me, 
Thy sacrifice this day; 
Ahiding firm, and with a freeman's might 
Stemming the wayes of passion in the fight ;- 
Ab, should I from Thee stray, 
l\Ij'" hoary head, Thy table where I bow, 
'Vill be mJT shame, which are mine honour now. 
Thus I set out ;-Lord! lead nle on IllY way! 


Oxford. 


1831. 



EYENISG. 
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eXII. 


EVENIXG. 


FROM ST. GREGORY :NAZIAXZEN. 


o IIoLIEST Truth! how have I lied to Thee! 
I vow'd this ùay Thy sacrifice to bo ; 
But I alll dinl ere night. 
Surely I 1nade nlY prayer, and I did deem 
That T coulù kcep in 1ne Thy morning beam, 
Inlll1aculate and bright. 
Rut my foot slipp'd; and, as I lay, he carne, 
::\Iy gloomy foe, and robb'd me of heavcn's flan1C'. 
IIclp Thou Iny darkness, Lord, till I am light. 


Oxford. 


183 J. 
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l.'nE PRIESTLY OFFICE. 


CXIII. 


THE PRIESTLY OFFICE. 


FRO)! ST. GREGORY NAZIANZEY. 


IN service o'er the J\IJstic Fcast I stand; 
I cleanse rrhy victinl-flock, and bring thcm near 
In holiest wise, and Ly a bloodlcss rite. 
o Fire of Love! 0 gushing Fount of Light! 
(As best I know, who need Thy cleansing Hand) 
Dread officc this, benlired souls to clear 
Of thcir defilement, and again make bright. 


Oxford. 


1831. 



Å IIERUIT.AGE. 


eXIT" . 


A HERl\IITAGE. 


FRO:ll ST. GREGORY N
\ZIAKZEX. 


SO)[E one whisper'ù yesterday, 
Of the rich and fashionable, 
Gregory in his own sn1all way 
Easy was and comÎortable. 


Jlad he not of wealth his fill 
'Yhom a garden gay ùiù bless, 
And a gently trickling rill, 
And the sweets of idlcness ? 


I maùe answer :-" Is it case 
}"asts to keep and tears to shed, 
Vigil hours and wounded knecs, 
Call you these a pleasant bcd ? " 
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.Å nER
nTÅGE. 


Thus a veritable monk 
Does to death his fleshly fran1e; 
Be there who in sloth are sunk, 
They have forfeited the name. 


Oxford. 


lS3L 
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eXT. 


THE l\L\RRIED AKD THE SIXGLE. 


A FRA.GMEl'T FRO
 ST. GREGORY NAZIAXZEK. 


As, when the hand SOlne n1imic form would paint. 
It marks its purpose first in shadows faint, 
And next, its store of varied hues applies, 
'fill outlines fade, and the full limbs arise; 
So in the earlier school of sacred lore 
The Virgin-life no claim of honour bore, 
'Vhile in Religion's youth the Law held swa

, 
And traced in symbols dinl that better way. 
nut, when the Christ came Ly a Yirgin- birth,- 
lTis radiant pa!'sage from high heaven to earth,- 
And, spurning father for II is mortal state, 
Did Eve and all her daughter8 consecrate, 
Solved fleshly laws, and in the letter's place 
Gave us the Spirit and the 'V ord of Grace, 
Then shone the glorious Celibate at length, 
Hobed in the dazzling lightnings of its strength, 
o 
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Surpassing gifts of earth and Inarriage vow, · 
As soul the body, heaven this world below, 
The eternal peace of saints life's troubled span, 
And the high throne of God, the haunts of man 
So now there eircles rounù the l{ing of Light 
A heaven on earth, a blameless court and bright, 
Ain1Ïng as emblems of their God to shine, 
Christ in their heart, and on their brow His Sign,- 
Soft funeral lights in the world's twilight dim, 
Loviug their God, and ever loved by Him. 


Ye eountless multitudes, content to bow 
'ro the soft thraldom of the n1arriage vow! 
I mark your haughty step, your froward gaze, 
Gems deck your hair, anù silk your lin1bs arrays; 
Come, tell the gain which \vedlock has conferI" d 
On man; and thcn the single shall be heard. 


rrhe married many thus Inight pic ad, I wean; 
ltight glib their tongue, full confident thcir micn :- 
" Hear all who live! to whon1 the nuptial rite 
Has brought the privilege of life and light. 
\Ve, who are wedùeù, but the law obey 
Stmnp'd at creation on our blood anù clay, 
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'Vhat tin1e the Demiurge our line began, 
Oped Adam's side, and out of man dre,v man. 
Thenceforth let children of a mortal sod 
Honour the law of earth, the primal law of God. 


" List, you shall hear the gifts of price that lie . 
Gather'd and bound within the Inarriage-tie. 
What taught the arts of life, the truths which sleep 
In earth, or highest heaven, or vasty deep? 
\Vhat fil1'd the mart, and urged the vessel brave 
To link in one fair countries o'er the wave? 
vVhat raised the town? what gave the type and gernl 
Of social union, and of sceptre firm? 
vVhat the first husbandman, the glebe to plough, 
And rcar the garden, but the marriage vow? 


" Nay, list again! "\Vho seek its kindly chain, 
A sccond self, a double presence gain; 
Hands, l'yes, and cars, to act or suffer here, 
'fill e'en the weak inspire both love and fear,- 
A comrade's 
igh, to soothe when cares annoy, 
A comrade's sn1Ïle, to elevate his joy. 
o 2 
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" Nor say it weds us to a earnallife, 
When want is urgent, fears and vows are rife. 
Light heart is his, who has no )Toke at home, 
Scant prayer for blessings, as the Reasons come; 
But wife, and offspring, gooùs which go or stay, 
Teach us our neeù, and Inake us trust anù pray. 
Take love away, and life would be defaced, 
A ghastly vision on a howling waste, 
Stern, heartless, reft of the sweet spells which swage 
The throes of passion, and whieh gladden age. 
No child's sweet pranks, once more to Inake us 


young; 
No ties of place about our heart-strings flung; 
No public haunts to cheer; no fest.ive tide 
When harmless n1irth anù smiling wit preside; 
A life which scorns the gifts by IIeaven assign'd, 
Nor knows the sympathy of human kind. 


" Prophets and teachers, priests and victor kingR, 
Deck'c1 with each grace which heaven-taught nature 
brings, 
These were no giant offspring of the earth, 
But to the lllarriage-promise owed thcir birth :- 
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l\Ioses and Samuel, David, David's Son, 
The blessed Tishbite, the more blessed John, 
The sacred Twelve in apostolic choir, 
Strong-hearted Paul, instinct with seraph fire, 
And others, now or erst, wbo to high heaven aspire. 
Bethink ye; 
hould the single state be best, 
Yet who the single, but my offspring blest? 

Iy sons, be still, nor with your parents strive: 
They coupled in their day, and so ye live." 


'rhus marriage pleads. Now let her rival speak- 
Dim is her downcast eye, and pale her cheek; 
U ntrimm' d her gear; no sandals on her feet; 
A sparcst form for austere tenant n1eet. 
She drops her vcil her Inodest face around, 
And hcr lips open, but we bcar no sound. 
I will address hcr :-" Hail, 0 child of Heaven, 
Glorious within! to whom a post is givcn 
lIard by the Throne whero angels bow and fear, 
E'en while thou hast a name and nlission here, 
o dcign thy voice, unveil thy brow, anù see 
Thy ready guard and Ininister in mo. 
Oft hast thou con10 heaven
waftcù to my breast, 
Bright Spirit! so come again, anù give mo rcst." 
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. "Ah, who has hither drawn Iny backward 
feet, 
Changing for worldly strife my lone retreat? 
"\Vhere, in the silent chant of holy deeds, 
I praise my God, and tend the sick soul's needs; 
By toils of day, and vigils of the night, 
By gushing tears, and blessed lustral rite. 
I have no sway amid the crowd, no art 
In speech, no plea in council or in Inart. 
X or human law, nor judges throned on high, 
Snlile on my face, and to my words reply. 
Let others seek earth's honours; be it mine 
One law to cherish, and to track one line, 
Straight on towards heaven to press with single 
bent, 
rro know ancllove n1Y God, and thcn to die content." 


Oxford. 


1834. 
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CXVI. 


INTERCESSION OF THE SAINTS. 


,V nILE ]'Ioses on the 
fountain lay, 
Night after night, and day by day, 
Till forty suns were gone, 
Unconscious, in the Presence bright, 
Of lustrous day and starry night, 
As though his soul had flitted quite 
From earth, anù Eden won; 


The pageant of a kingdom vast, 
And things unutterable, pass'd 
Defore the Prophet's eye; 
Dread shaùows of the Eternal Throne, 
The fount of Life, and Altar-stone, 
Pavement, and they that treaù thereoll, 
And those who worship nigh. 




oo INTERCESSION OF THE SAIKTS. 


But lest he should his own forget, 
',Vho in the vale were struggling yet, 
A sadder vision came, 
Announcing all that guilty deed 
Of idol rite, that in their need 
He for his flock might intercede, 
And stay Heaven's rising flame. 


Oxford. 


September 4, 1835. 
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CXTII. 


!{EFRIGERIUMI. 


TIlEY are at rest: 
The fire has oatcn out all blot and stain, 
j..nd, convalescent, they enjoy a blest 
Refreshmcnt after pain; 
Thus to the End, in Edcn's grots they lie, 

\.nd hear the fourfold river, as it hurrics by. 


Thcy hear it sweep 
In distance down the dark and savage glen; 

afc from its rocky bed, and current deep, 
And cddying pools, till then; 
They hear, and meekly muse, as fain to know 
I row long untired, unspcnt, that giant stremn shall 
flow. 


I .\lh'red from tIw nr::.t l'ditions. Hl're it is meant to 
illustrate 
t. nede's" Quod(lam qua
i praturn, in quo animæ 
nihil paticLantur, seù mancLant, nomlull1 idoncæ Visiom 
Bcah"t'." lIist. v. 
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llEFRIGERIL'"M. 


And soothing sounds 
Blend with the neighbouring waters as they glidc ; 
Posted along the haunted garden's bounds 
Angelic forms abide, 
Echoing, as wor<1s of watch, o'er lawn and grove, 
The verses of that hJn1n which Seraphs chant above. 


Oxford. 


183;). 



MATINS-SUNDAY. 


20;j 


CXVIII. 


:MATINS-SUXD.A.Y l
 


Primo die, quo Trinitas. 


TO-DAY the Blessed Three in One 
Began the earth and skies ; 
To-day a Conqucror, God the Son, 
Did from the grave arise; 
'Ve too will wake, and, in despite 
Of sloth anù languor, all unite, 
...\.s 1!salmists biù, through the dim night 
\Vaiting with wistful eyes. 


So Inay lIe hear, and heed each vow 
And prayer to lIiln adclrcst ; 
...\nd grant an instant cleansing now, 
A futurc glorious rest. 


1 The
e Hymns are nIl free translation
, maùe in 1836-8, 
from the Homan Breviary, except two, which are from the 
Parisian. 
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MA TIXS-SU:ND
\.Y. 


So may lie plentifully shower, 
On all who hymn His love and power, 
In this most still and sacred hour, 
His sweetest gifts and best. 


Father of purity and light! 
Thy presence if we win, 
'Twill shield us from the deeds of night 
The burning darts of sin; 
Lest aught defiled or dissolute 
Relax our bodies or imbrute, 
.A.nd fires eternal be the fruit 
Of fire now lit within. 


Fix in our hearts, Redeelner dear, 
The ever-gushing spring 
Of grace to cleanse, of lifc to cheer 
Souls sick and sorrowing. 
Thee, bounteous Father, we intrcat, 
..."-nd Only Son, awful ancl sweet, 
And life-creating Paraclete, 
The everlasting King. 



MA.TI
s-se"!\D.A Y. 


CXIX. 


lVIATIXS-SUNDA"Y. 


Xocte surgcnte
. 


LET us arise, and watch by night, 
And meditate always; 
And chant, as in our .ßlaker's sight, 
United hymns of praise. 


So, singing with the Saints in bliss, 
'Vith them we may attain 
Life cvcrlasting after this, 
And heaven for earthly pain. 


Grant this, 0 Father, Only Son, 
And Spirit, God of grace, 
To whorn all worship shall be done 
In every tiule and place. 
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MATINS-MONDAY. 


cxx. 



IATINS-ßIONDA Y. 


SOlllno rcfcetis urtu bus. 


SLEEP has refresh'd our limbs, we spring 
From off our bed, and rise; 
Lord, on Thy suppliants, while they sing, 
Look with a Father's eyes. 


Be Thou the first on every tongue, 
The first in every heart; 
That all our doings all day long, 
Holiest! from Thee may start. 


Cleanse Thou the gloom, and Lid the light 
Its healing beams renew; 
The sins, which have crept in with night. 
'Vith night shall vanish too. 



:llATL"VS- "\fONDA. Y. 


Our bosoms, Lord, unburthen Thou, 
Let nothing there offend; 
That those who hymn Thy praises now 
May hynln them to the end. 


Grant this, 0 Father, Only Son, 
And Spirit, God of grace, 
'ro whon1 an worship shall be done 
In every time and place. 
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MAT I:NS-TUESJ)AY. 


CXXI. 


MATINS-TUESD...
Y. 


Consors Paterni luminis. 


o GOD from God, and Light from Ligh t, 
'Vho art Thyself the day, 
Our chants shall break the clouds of night; 
Be with us while we pray. 


Chase Thou the gloom that haunts the mind, 
The thronging shadcs of hell, 
The sloth and drowsiness that bind 
The senses with a spell. 


Lord, to their sins indulgent be, 
'Yho, in this hour forlorn, 
Dy faith in what they do not see, 
"\Vith songs prevent the morn. 


Grant thi
, 0 Father, etc. 



MATIYS-WEDXESDAY. 


200 


CXXII. 


MATINS-1VEDXESDAY. 


Rerum Creator ol)time. 


,V no madest all and dost control, 
Lord, with Thy touch divine, 
Cast out the slumbers of the soul, 
The rest that is not Thine. 


Look down, Eternal Holiness, 
And wash the sins away, 
Of thosc, who, rising to confess, 
Outstrip the lingcring day. 


Our hearts and hands hy night, 0 Lord, 
\Ve lilt thern in our need; 
As holy Psalrnists give the worù, 
.And holy Paul the deed. 


p 
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IATINS-'VED:NESDAY . 


Each sin to Thee of years gone by, 
Each hidden stain lies bare; 
vVe shrink not from Thine awful eve, 
., 
But pray that Thou wouldst spare. 


Grant this, 0 Father, etc. 



M.\TINS -TIIURSD_\. Y. 


CXXIII. 


1\'lA TIKS- THURSDAY. 


Kox atra rerum cOlltegit. 


ALL tender lights, all hues divine 
The night has swept away; 
Shine on us, Lord, and we shall shine 
Bright in an inward day. 


The spotH of guilt, sin's wages base, 
Searcher of hcarts, we own; 
\Vash us anù robe us in Thy grace, 
'Vhù did
t for sins atone. 


The sluggard soul, that bcars thcir Inark, 
Shrinks in its silent lair, 
Or gropes amid its cham bcrs dark 
For Thee, who art not thcrc. 


p 2 
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:.\IA.TINS-THURSDAY. 


Redeemer! send Thy piercing rays, 
That we may bear to be 
Set in the light of Thy pure gaze, 
And yet rejoice in Thee. 


Grant this, 0 Father, etc. 



:MA.TIl'S-FRIDA Y. 


CXXIV. 


MATINS-FRIDAY. 


Tu Trinitatis Unitas. 


1IA.Y the dread Three in One, who sways 
All with IIis sovereign Inight, 
Accept us for this hymn of praise, 
His watchers in the night. 


For in the night, when all is still, 
"'-tVe spurn our bed and rise, 
fo find the balm for ghostly ill, 
IIis bounteous hand supplies. 


If e'er by night our envious foe 
With guilt our souls would stain, 
l\Iay the deep streams of mercy flow, 
And make us white again j 


213 
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MATIKS- FR]DAY. 


That so with bodies braced and bright, 
And hearts awake wi thin, 
All fresll and keen may burn our light, 
U ndimm'd, unsoil'd by sin. 


Shine on Thine own, Heùeemer sweet! 
Th y radiance increate 
Through the long day shall keep our feet 
In their pure morning state. 


Grant this, 0 Father, etc. 



:MA TINS-SATURDAY. 
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cxxv. 


11ATIXS-SATURD.AY. 


Summæ Parens c1emelltiæ. 


F ATHER of mercies infinite, 
ltuling all things that be, 
VV ho, shrouded in the depth and height, 
Art One, and yet art Three; 


Accept our chants, accept our tears, 
A mingled stream we pour; 
Such stremn the laden bosom cheers, 
To taste Thy sweetness more. 


Purge Thou with fire the o'ercharged mind, 
Its sores and wounds profound; 
And with the watcher's girdle bind 
The limbs which sloth has bound. 
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MA TISS- SATURDAY. 


That they who with their chants by nigllt 
Before Thy presence come, 
All nlay be fill'd with strength and light 
From their eternal11ome. 


Grant this, 0 Father, etc. 



LAUDS- SuNDAY. 


CXXYI. 


LAUDS-SU.KDA Y. 


Ætcrne rerum conditor. 


FRA
[ER of the earth and sky, 
Ruler of the day and night, 
'Vith a gla(l variety, 
r.rempering all, and Inaking light; 


Gleams upon our dark path flinging, 
Cutting short each night begun, 
IIark! for chanticlcer is singing, 
llark! he chidcs the lingering sun. 


Aud the Inorning 8blr l'eplies, 
And lets loose the imprison'ù day; 
.And the godless bandit flies 
}'ronl his haunt and fr0111 his prey. 
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LAUDS-SUNDAY. 


Shrill it sounds, the storm relenting 
Soothes the weary seaman's ears; 
Once it wrought a great repenting, 
In that flood of Petcr's tears. 


Rouse we; let the blithesome cry 
Of that bird our hearts awaken; 
Chide the slumberers as they lie, 
And arrest the sin-o'ertaken. 


Hope and health are in his strain, 
To the fearful and the ailing; 
1\Iurder sheathes his blade profane, 
Faith revives when faith was failing. 


J esu, l\Iaster! when we sin, 
Turn on us Thy healing face; 
It will melt the offence within 
Into penitential grace: 


Beam on our bewilder'd mind, 
Till its dreamy shadows flee; 
Stones cry out where Thou hast shined, 
J esu! musical with Thee. 



LAUDS-SUNDA.Y. . 


I ro the Father and the Son, 
And the Spirit, who in IIeaven 
}:ver witncss, Three and One, 
Praise on Earth be ever given. 
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LAUDS--SUNDA Y. 


CXXVII. 


L.á.UDS-SU:NDA Y. 


Ecee jam lloetis. 


PALER have grown the shades of night, 
And nearer draws the day, 
Checkering the sky with streaks of light, 
Since ,ve began to pray: 


To pray for mercy when we sin, 
For cleansing and release, 
For ghostly safety, and within 
For everlasting peace. 


Praise to the Father, as is meet, 
Praise to the Only Son, 
IÞraise to the Holy Paracletc, 
While endless ages run. 



LA UDS- 
[O:ND.A. Y. 


CXXVIII. 


LAUDs-
rOXDAY. 


Splendor Paternæ gloriæ. 


OF the Father Effluence bright, 
Out of Light evolving light, 
Light from Light, unfailing Ray, 
Day creative of the day: 


Truest Sun, upon us strcam 
'Vith Thy calm perpctual beam, 
In the Spirit's still sunshine 

raking sense and thought divine. 


Scek we too the Father's face, 
Father of almighty grace, 
And of majesty excelling, 
Who can purge our taintcd dwelling; 
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LAUDS-MONDAY. 


'Vho can aid us, who can break 
Teeth of envious foe8, and make 
Hours of loss and pain succeed, 
Guiding safe each duteous deed, 


And infusing self-control, 
Fragrant chastity of soul, 
Faith's keen flame to soar on high, 
Incorrupt sÏ1nplicity. 


Christ Himself for food be given, 
Faith become the cup of Heaven, 
Out of which the joy is quafI"d 
Of the Spirit's sobering draught. 


With that joy replenishèd, 
l\Iorn shall glo,v with modest red, 
Noon with beaming faith be bright, 
Eye be soft without twilight. 


It has dawn'J ;-upon our way, 
Father in Thy 1Y ord, this day, 
In Thy Fathcr 'Y ord Divine, 
From Thy cloudy pillar shine. 



LAUDS-MOXDAY. 


To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, Three and One, 
As of old, and as in Heaven, 
Now and here be glory given. 
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LAUDS-TUESD..i Y. 


CXXIX. 


LAUDS-TUESDAY. 


Ales àiei nuntius. 


DAY'S herald bird 
At length is heard, 
rrelling its morning torch is lit, 
And small and still 
Christ's acccnts thrill, 
Within the heart rekindling it. 


Away, lIe cries, 
'Vi th languid eyes, 
.And sickly slumbers profitless! 
I am at hand, 
As watchers stand, 
In awe, and truth, and holincss. 



L
LDS-TUESD.A..Y. 


He will appear 
The hcarts to cheer 
Of suppliants pale and abstinent; 
1Vho cannot sleep 
Because they weep 
'Vith holy grief and violent. 


Kecp us awake, 
The fetters break, 
J esu! which night has forged for us; 
Yea, Inelt the night 
To sinless light, 
Till all is bright and glorious. 


To J'ather, Son, 
And Spirit, One, 
To the l\lost IIoly Trinity, 
All praise be given 
In Earth and Heaven, 
X ow, as of olù, and endlessly. 


<I 
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LAUD S--WEDNE SDAY. 


cxxx. 


LAUDS-'VEDNESDAY. 


Xox et tenebræ et nubila. 


HAUNTING gloom and flitting shades, 
Ghastly shapes, away! 
Christ is rising, and pervades 
Highest Heaven with day. 


He with His bright spear the night 
Dazzles and pursues; 
Earth wakes up, and glows with light 
Of a thousand hues. 


rrhee, 0 Christ, and Thee alone, 
With a single mind, 
'Ve with chant and plaint would own; 
To Thy flock be kind. 



LA UDS-WEDNESDAY. 


1\Iuch it needs Thy light divine, 
Spot and stain to clean; 
Light of Angels, on us shine 
'Vith Thy face serene. 


To the }'ather, and the Son, 
And the Holy Ghost, 
IIere be glory, as is done 
By the angelic host. 


Q ,) 
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LAUDS-THURSDAY. 


CXXXI. 


LAUDS-THURSDAY. 


Lux eeee surgit aurea. 


SEE, the golden dawn is glowing, 
While the paly shaùes are going, 
Which have led us far and long, 
In a labyrinth of wrong. 


May it bring us peace serene; 
May it cleanse, as it is clcan ; 
Plain and clear our words be spoke, 
And our thoughts without a cloak; 


So the day's account, shall stand, 
Guileless tongue and holy hand, 
Stedfast eyes and unbeguiled, 
" Flesh as of a little child." 



LA. UDS-TllURSD.A.. Y. 


There is One who from above 
Watches how the still hours move 
Of our day of service done, 
From the da Wll to setting sun. 


To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, Three and One, 
As of old, and as in Heaven, 
N o,v and here be glory given. 


22!) 
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LAUDS-FRIDAY. 


CX"XXII. 


LAUDS-FHIDAY. 


..Eterna eæli gloria. 


GLORY of the eternal Heaven, 
Blessed Hope to mortals given, 
Of the Almighty Only Son, 
And the Virgin's Holy One; 
Raise us, Lord, and we shall rise 
In a sober mood, 
And a zeal, which glorifies 
Thee from gratitude. 


:y ow the day-star, keenly glancing, 
Tells us of the Sun's advancing; 
'Vhile the unhealthy shades dccline, 
Rise within us, Light Divine! 
Rise, and, risen, go not hence, 
Stay and make us bright, 
Streaming through each c1eansèd senSl', 
On the outward night. 



LAUDS-FRIDAY. 


Then the root of faith shan spread 
III the heart new fashionèd ; 
Gladsome hope shall spring above, 
And shall bear the fruit of love. 
To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Holy Ghost, 
Here be glory, as is done 
By the angelic host. 
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LArDS-SATURDAY. 


CXXXIII. 


LAUDS-SATURDAY. 


Aurora jam spargit polum. 


'rHE dawn is sprinkled o'er the sky, 
The day steals softly on; 
Its darts are scatter'd far and nigh, 
And all that fraudful is, shall fly 
Before the brightening sun; 
Spectres of in, that stalk at win, 
And forms of guilt that fright, 
A.nd hideous sin, that ventures in 
U ndcr the cloak of night. 


.A.nd of our crimes the tale complete, 
'Vhich bows us in Thy sight, 
Up to the latest, they shall fleet, 
Out-told by our fun numbers sweet, 
And melted by the light. 



LA."CDS-S..tTURD.A.Y. 


To Father, Son, and Spirit, One, 
'Vhom we adore anc1love, 
Be given all praise, now and always, 
Here as in Heaven above. 
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PRI:1IE. 


CXXXIY. 


PRI:\IE. 


Jam lucis orto siùere. 


(From t1te Parisian Breviary t.) 



ow that the day-star glimmers bright, 
We suppliantly pray 
That He, the uncreated Light, 
l\fay guide us on our way. 



o sinful word, nor deed of wrong, 
N or thoughts that idly rove; 
But simple truth be on our tongue, 
And in our hearts be love. 



\nd, while the hours in order flow, 
o Christ, securely fence 
Our gates, beleagucr'd by the foe,- 
The gate of every sense. 


I Viùe the Anglo-Xorman History of Hir Francis Pal grave 
(V 01. iii. p. 588), who did the Author the honour of asking 
him for a translation of this hymn, as also of the Christc 
Pastorum, infra. 
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..A.nd grant that to Thine honour, Lord, 
Our daily toil may tend; 
That we begin it at Thy word, 
And in Thy favour end. 


.A..nd, lest the flesh in its excess 
Should lord it o'er the soul, 
Let taming abstinence repress 
The rebel, and control. 


To God the Father glory be, 
And to His Only Son, 

\nd to the Spirit, One and Three, 
'Vhile endless ages run. 


Littlemore. 


February, 1812. 
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TERCE. 


c:xxxv. 


TERCE. 


Nunc Sancte nobis Spiritus. 


CO:ME, Holy Ghost, who ever One 
Reignest with Father and with Son, 
It is the hour, our souls possess 
'Vith Thy full flood of holiness. 


Let flesh, and heart, and lips, and mind} 
Sound forth our witness to n1ankind ; 
And love light up our mortal fran1c, 
Till others catch the living flame. 


Xow to the Father, to the Son, 
And to the Spirit, Three in One, 
Be praise and thanks and glory given 
By men on earth, by Saints in heaveu. 



SEXT. 


CXXXVI. 


SEXT. 


Hector potens, verax Deus. 


o GOD, who canst not change nor fail, 
Guiding the hours, as they roll by, 
Bright'ning with beams the morning pale. 
And burning in the mid-day sky, 


Quench Thou the fires of hate and strife, 
The wasting fever of the heart ; 
From perils guard our fecble life, 
And to our souls Thy peace impart. 


Grant this, 0 Father, Duly Son, 
And IIoIy Spirit, God of grace, 
To whom all glory, Three in One, 
Be gi vcn in every tinle and place. 
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XONE. 


CXXXVII. 


NO:NE. 


Rerum Deus tenax vigor. 


o GOD, unchangeable and true, 
Of all the Life and Power, 
Dispensing light in silence through 
Every successive hour, 


Lord, brighten our declining day, 
That it may never wane, 
Till death, when all things round deca
 
Brings back the morn again. 


rrhis grace on Thy redeem'd confcr, 
Father, Co-equal Son, 
And IIoly Ghost, the Comforter, 
Etcrnal Three in One. 



VESPERS-SUNDAY. 


CXXXVIII. 


VESPERS-SUNDAY. 


Lueis Creator optime. 



'ATHER of Lights, by whom each day 
Is kindlcd out of night, 
"\Vho, when the heavens were Inade, didst lay 
Their rudilllents in light; 
Thou, who didst bind and blend in one 
The gli:,tening morn and evening pale, 
Hcar Thou our plaint, when light is gone, 
And lawlessness and strife prevail. 


IIear, lest the whelming wcight of crime 
"\Vreck us with life in view; 
Lest thoughts and schemes of sense and tilHe 
}
arn us a !::Iinner's due. 
So may we knock at IIeaven's door, 
Ana strive the iU1mortal prize to win, 
Continual1y and evermore 
Guarded without and pure within. 
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YESPERS-SUYD...\. Y. 


Grant this, 0 Father, Only Son, 
And Spirit, God of grace, 
To whom all worship shall be done 
In every time and place. 



T:ESPERS-:MO

AY. 


2tl 


CXXXIX. 


VESPERS-l\IO:NDA Y. 


Immense cæIi conùitor. 


LORD of unbounded space, 
'Vho, lest the sky and n1ain 
Should mix, and hcaven should lose its p]acc. 
Didst the rude waters chain ; 


Parting the moist and rare, 
That rills on earth nlight flow 
To soothe the angry flanw, whene'er 
It ravens froIn below; 


Pour on us of Thy grace 
The everlasting spring; 
Lcst our frail steps renew the trace 
Of the ancient wandering. 


R 
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VESPERS- MONDAY. 


May faith in lustre grow, 
And rear her star in heaven, 
Paling all sparks of earth below, 
Unquench'd by dalnps of even. 


Grant it, 0 Father, Son, 
And Holy Spirit of grace, 
To WhOlll be glory, Three in One, 
In every time and place. 



TESPERS--TUESDÅY. 


2.13 


CXL. 


VESPERS-TUESDA Y. 


Tclluris alme conùitor. 


.A.LL-nOUKTIFUL Creator, who, 
\Vhen Thou didst mould the world, didst drain 
The waters from the mass, that so 
.Earth might immovable reInain ; 


That its dull clods it might transmute 
To goldcn flowers in vale or wood, 
To juice of thirst-al1aying fruit, 
AntI grateful herbage sprcatl for food; 


'Vash Thou our snlarting "ounds and hot, 
In the cool frcHhness of ThJ gTace ; 
'fill tears start forth the pa::,t to blot, 
And cleanse and cairn Thy holy place; 
R 2 
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TESPERS-TUESDAY. 


Till we obey Thy full behest, 
Shun the world's tainted touch and breath, 
Joy in what highest is and best, 
And gain a spell to baffle death. 


Grant it, 0 Father, Only Son, 
And Holy Spirit, God of grace, 
To WhOlTI all glory, Three in One, 
Be given in every time and place. 



"VESPERS-WEDNESDAY. 


CXLI. 


VESPEI
S- WEDXESDA Y. 


Cæli Deus sanetissime. 


o LORD, who, thron'd in the holy height, 
Through plains of ethcr didst diffuse 
The dazzling beams of light, 
In soft transparent hues; 


'Vho didst, on the fourth day, in heaven 
Light the fierce cresset of the sun, 
And the meek moon at even, 
And stars that wildly run; 


That they might mark am.1 arbitrate 
'Twixt alternating night antI day, 
.And tend the train sedate 
Of months upon their way; 
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VESPERS -WEDNESDAY. 


Clear, Lord, the brooding night within, 
And clean these hearts for Thy abode, 
Unlock the spell of sin, 
Crulllhle its giant load. 


Grant it, 0 Father, Only Son, 
oAond Holy Spirit, God of grace, 
To WhOll1 all praise be done 
In every tÌ1ne and place. 



TESPERS-TIIURSDA Y. 


CXLII. 


VESPERS- THURSD.A. Y. 


:\Iagnoo Deus potentiæ. 


o GOD, who hast given 
the sea and the sky, 
To fish and to binl 
for a dwelling to keep, 
Both SOilS of the waters, 
one low and one high, 
Ambitious of heaven, 
or sunk in tlw deep; 


Save, Lord, Thy servallts, 
whOln Thou hast new nlade 
In a laver of Llood, 
lest they trespass and die; 
Lest pride shou1<.l elate, 
or sin should degrade, 
.And they stumhle on earth, 
or be dizzied on high. 
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VESPE RS-THURSDA..Y. 


To the Father and Son 
And the Spirit be done, 
Now and alw
ys, 
Glory and praise. 



VESPERS--FRIDAY. 


CXLIII. 


VESPERS-FRIDAY. 


Hominis superne Conditor. 


'VnOM all obey,- 
1\Iaker of man! who from Thy height 
Radest the dull earth bring to light 
All creeping things, and the fierce might 
Of bcasts of prey ;- 


And the huge make 
Of wild or gcntler animal, 
Springing from nothing at Thy calI, 
To scrve in thcir due time, and all 

For sinners' sake; 


Shield us from ill ! 
Come it by passion's sudden Rtress, 
Lurk in our mind's habitual dress, 
Or through our actions seek to press 
Upon our will. 
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VESPERS- MONDAY. 


May faith in lustre grow, 
And rear her star in heaven, 
Paling all sparks of earth below, 
Unquench'd by damps of even. 


Grant it, 0 Father, Son, 
And Holy Spirit of grace, 
To WhOlll be glory, Three in One, 
In every time and place. 



VESPERS--TUESDAY. 


2.t3 


CXL. 


VESPERS-TUESDA Y. 


Telluris alme eonditor. 


...\LL-BOUNTIFUL Creator, who, 
When Thou didst mould the world, didst drain 
The waters from the mass, that so 
}
arth might immovable remain; 


That its dull clods it might transmute 
To golden flowers in vale or wood, 
To juice of thirst-allaying fruit, 
And grateful herbage spread for food; 


Wash Thou our snutrting wounds and hot, 
In the cool freshness of Th J grace; 
Till tears start forth the past to blot, 
And cleanse and calm Thy holy place; 
R 2 
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VESPERS--TUESDAY. 


Till \ve obey Thy full behest, 
Shun the world's tainted touch and breath, 
Joy in what highest is and best, 
And gain a spell to baffle death. 


Grant it, 0 Father, Only Son, 
And Holy Spirit, God of grace, 
To whom all glory, Three in One, 
Be given in every time and place. 



VESPEllS--WEDNESDAY. 


CXLI. 


VESPERS-WEDNESDAY. 


Cæli Deus sanetissime. 


o LORD, who, thron'd in the holy height, 
Through plains of ether didst diffuse 
The dazzling beams of light, 
In soft transparent hues; 


'Vho didst, on the fourth day, in heaven 
Light the fierce cresset of the sun, 
And the meek moon at even, 
And stars that wildly run; 


That they might mark and arbitrate 
'Twixt alternating night and day, 
And tend the train sedate 
Of months upon their way; 
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VESPERS--FRIDAY. 


Vouchsafe the prize 
Of sacred joy's perpetual mood, 
And service-seeking gratitude, 
And love to quell each strife or feud, 
If it arise. 


Grant it, 0 Lord! 
To whom, the Father, Only Son, 
...
nd Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
In heaven and earth all praise be done, 
'Vith one accord. 



VESPERS-S.1.TURDA.Y. 


CXLIV. 


VESPERS-SATURDAY. 


Jam sol rccedit igneus. 


TIlE red sun is gone, 
Thou Light of the heart, 
Blessed Three, IIoly One, 
To Thy servants a sun 
Everlasting impart. 


There were Lauùs in the morn, 
IIere are Yespers at even; 
Oh, may we aùorn 
Thy Temple new born 
'Vith our voices in Hcaven. 


To the Father be praise, 
.A.nù praise to the Son 
And the 
pirit always, 
'Vhi1c the infinite da.rg 
Of eternity run. 


2:51 
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CO
IPLIXE. 


CXLV. 


CO:\iPLINE. 


Te Iucis ante terminum. 


:N OW that the day-light dies away, 
By all Thy grace and love, 
Thee, J\Iaker of the world, we pray 
To watch our bed above. 


Let dreams depart and phantoms fly, 
The offspring of the night, 
Keep us, like shrines, beneath Thine eye, 
Pure in our foe's despite. 


This grace on Thy redeem'd confer, 
Father, Co-equal Son, 
And Holy Ghost, the Comforter, 
Eternal Three in One. 



ADVEXT- YESPERS. 


CXLYI. 


ADYEXT- VESPETIS. 


Creator alme sidcI.UlI1. 


CREATOR of the starry pole, 
Saviour of all who live, 
And light of ever)' faithful soul, 
J esu, these praJ ers receive. 


'Vho, sooner than our foe malign 
Should triumph, from ahove 
Didst comc, to he the n1cdicine 
Of a sick world, ill love; 


And the deep wouuds to cleanse find cure 
Of a whole race, dic1st go, 
Pure Yictiln, frOIn a Yirgin purr, 
The bitter Cro
s unto. 
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AD\ENT- MATINS. 


Safe from the 1lack and yawning lake 
Of restless, endless pain, 
'Ve may the face of God partake, 
The bliss of heaven attain. 


To God the Father, God the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, to Thee, 
As heretofore, when tilne is done, 
Unending glory be. 



ADVENT-LAUDS. 


CXL VIII. 


ADVENT-LAUDS. 


En clara vo
 redarguit. 


HARK, a joyful voice is thrilling, 
And each dim and winding wa

 
Of the ancient Temple filling; , 
Dreams, depart! for it is day. 


Christ is coming I-from thy bed 
Earth-bound soul, awake and spring,- 
'Vith the sun ncw-risen to shed 
Hcalth on hUlnan suffering. 


Lo! to grant a pardon free, 
Comes a willing Lamb from Heaven; 
Sad and tearful, hasten we, 
One and all, to be forgivcn. 


s 
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..!..DVE
T-LÅUDS. 


Once again lIe comes in light, 
Girding earth with fear and woe; 
Lord! be Thou our loving 
light, 
From our guilt and ghostly foe. 


To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, who in Heaven 
Ever witness, Three and One, 
Praise on earth be ever given. 



TUE Tn.L""fSFIG"["RÂTIOX-
IATIXS. 2.jD 


CXLIX. 


TIfE TRA
SFIG URATIO:N -
IATIXS. 


Quieunquc Christum quæritis. 


o YE who seek the Lord, 
Lift up your eyes on high, 
For there He doth the Sign accord 
Of Iris bright majesty. 


'Ve see a dazzling sight 
That shall outlive all time, 
Oldcr than depth or starry height, 
Limitless and sublinle. 


''fis lIe for I
racl's fold 
.And heathen tribes decrccd, 
The J{ing to Ahraluun pledg-cd of old 
And his unfailing secd. 
s 2 



2UO TIlE TRAXSFIOURATIOY-!\fATIXS. 


Prophets foretold His birth, 
And wítness'd when lIe came, 
The Father speaks to all the earth 
To hcar, and own His name. 


To Jesus, who displays 
To babes His beaming face, 
Be, with the :Father, endless praise, 
And with the Spirit of grace. .Amen. 
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CL. 


rrHE THAXSFIGURATIOX-LAUDS. 


Lux alma J e:m. 


LIGHT of the anxious heart, 
J esu, Thou dost appear, 
To bid the gloom of guilt depart, 
And shed Thy sweetness here. 


JOYOUS is he, with whom, 
God's \V 01'<1, rehou dost abide; 
Swcet Light of our etcrnal home, 
To flcshly scnse denied. 


Brightncss of Goù above! 
Unfathomable grace! 
Thy Prcscnce be a fount of love 
\Vithin Thy chosen placc. 



2ß
 THE TRA"KSFIGURATION-LAUDS, 


To Thee, Wh01TI children see, 
The Father ever blest, 
The Holy Spirit, One and Three, 
Be endless praise addrest. A.men. 



FOR Å :\IARTYR. 
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CI.I. 


FOR A 
IARTYR. 


Deus tuorum militum. 


o GOD, of Thy soldiers 
the Portion and Crown, 
Spare Thy people, who hymn 
the praise of the Blest ; 
Earth's bitter joys, 
its lurcs and its frown, 
lIe scann'd thcm and scorn'd, 
and so is at rest. 


Thy Martyr he ran 
aU valiantly o'er 
A highway of bloot! 
for the prize Thou hast given. 
'Ve kneel at Thy feet, 
and. meekly inlplorc, 
fhat our pal'ÙOIl may wait 
on hi::; triunlph in hcavcn. 
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FOR A :MARTYR. 


Honour and praise 
To the Father and Son 
And the Spirit be done 
Now and always. Amen. 



ON THE FE.AST OF A CONFESSOR EISHor. 2ß3 


CLII. 


FOR A CONFESSOR BISHOP. 


Christe Pastorum 1. 


o THOU, of shepherds Prince and Head, 
Now on a Bishop's festal-day 
Thy flock to many a shrine have sped 
Their vows to pay. 


lle to the high and dreadful throne 
U rgcd by no false inspirings, prest, 
N or on hot daring of his own, 
But Thy behest. 


And so, that soldier good and tried, 
From the full horn of heavenly grace, 
Thy Spirit did anoint, to guide 
Thy ransonl'd race. 


1 From the Parisian 13re\ inry. 



2üG OY TilE FEAST OF Å CONFESSOR ßISIIOP. 


And he becOlnes a father true, 
Spending and spent, whcn troubles fall, 
..A. pattern and a servant too, 
All things to all. 


His pleading sets the sinner free, 
He soothes the sick, he lifts the low, 
Powerful in word, deep teacher, he, 
To quell the foe. 


Grant us, 0 Christ, his prayers abovc, 
And grace below to sing 'fhy praise, 
'fhe Father's power, the Spirit's love, 
Now and always. 


Littlemore. 


February 7, 1812. 



E'fIIELW ALD. 


2G7 


cr.IIr. 


ETHEL"\V ALD. 


(From St. Bede's Metrical History of St. Cuthbert.) 


BETWEEN two comrades dear, 
Zealous and true as they, 
Thou, prudent Ethelwald, didst bear 
In that high home the sway. 


.A man, who ne'er, 'tis said, 
"\V ou
d of his graccs tell, 
Or with what arms be triumphed 
Over the Dragon fell. 


So down to us hath come 
A memorable word, 
'\Thich in unguarded scason from 
Iris blessed lips was heard. 
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ETllEL"\\ALD. 


It chanced, that, as the Saint 
Drank in with faithful ear 
Of Angel tones the whispers faint, 
Thus spoke a brother dear: 


" Oh, why so many a pause, 
Thwarting thy words' full stream, 
Till her dark line Oblivion draws 
Across the broken theme? " 


He answered: "Tin thou seal 
To sounds of earth thine ear, 
B weet friend, be sure thou ne'er shalt fcel 
Å ngelic voices near." 


But then the hermit blest 
A I:\udden change came o'er; 
He shudders, sobs, and smites his breast, 
Is mute, then speaks once more: 


"Oh, by the Name l\Iost High, 
'Yhat I have now let fall, 
Hush, till I lay me down to die, 
And go the way of aU! " 



ETHELWALD. 


Thus did a Saint in fear 
IIis gifts celestial hide; 
Thus did an Angel standing near 
Proclaim them far and wide. 


LifllemO'1'e. 


2û9 


18.Lt. 



2iO 


CANDLEMAS. 


CLIV. 


CAKDLEl\IAS. 


(A Song.) 


TIlE Angel-lights of Christmas mor11, 
'Vhich shot across the sky, 
A way they pass at Candlemas, 
They sparkle and they die. 


Comfort of earth is brief at best, 
Although it be divine; 
Like funeral lights for Christmas gone, 
Old Simeon's tapers shine. 


And then for eight long weeks and more 
We wait in twilight grey, 
Till the high candle sheds a beam 
On 110ly Saturday. 


\Ve wait along the penance-tide 
Of solemn fast and prayer; 
While song is hush'd, and lights grow din} 
In the sin-laden air. 



CAXDLEM.!.S. 


271 


And while the sword in 
Iary's soul 
Is driven hOlne, we hide 
In our own hearts, and count the wounds 
Of passion and of pride. 


And still, though Candlemas be spent 
And Alleluias o'er, 

Iary is music in our need, 
And Jesus light in store. 


The Oratory. 


18J9. 
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THE PILGRIM QUEEN. 


CLV. 


THE PILGI
IM
 QUEEN. 


(A Song.) 


THERE sat a Lady 
all on the ground, 
Rays of the morning 
circled her round, 
Sa ve thee, and hail to thee 
Gracious and Fair, 
In the chin twilight 
what "\vouldst thou there? 


" Here I sit desolate," 
sweet1)
 said she, 
" Though I'm a queen, 
and my name is l\Iarie: 
Robbers have rifled 
my garden and store, 
Foes they have stolen 
my heir from my bower. 



THE PILGRIM QUEEN. 


" They said they could keep Him 
far better than I, 
In a palace all His, 
planted deep and raised high. 
'Twas a palace of ice, 
hard and cold as were they, 
And when summer came, 
it all melted away. 


" Next would they barter Him, 
Him the Supreme, 
For the spice of the desert, 
and gold of the stream; 
And me they bid wander 
in \veeds and alone, 
In this green mcrry laud 
which once was my own." 


I look'd on that Lady, 
and out from her eYt'S 
Came the deep glowing blue 
of Italy's skies; 


T 
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THE PILGRI)! Q"LEE1\. 


And she raised up her head 
and she smiled, as a Queen 
On the day of her crowning, 
so bland and serene. 


" A moment," she said, 
" and the dead shall revive; 
The giants are failing, 
the Saints are alive; 
I aln con1ing to rescue 
my home and my reign, 
And Peter and Philip 
are close in my train." 


The Orator!!. 


1849. 



TilE :MOXTII OF MARY. 
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CLYI. 


THE MOXTH OF 1tIARY. 


(A. Song.) 


(iREEN are the leaves, and sweet the flowers, 
And rich the hues of ltfay ; 
'Ve see them in the gardens round, 
And n1arket-panniers gaJ" : 
And e'en among our streets, and lanes, 
And alleys, we descry, 
By fitful gleams, the fair sunshine, 
The blue transparent sky. 


Clwru8. 
o }'Iother maid, be thou our aid, 
Now in the opening year ; 
Lest sights of earth to sin give birth, 
And bring the telnpter near. 
T 2 
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THE MONTH OF :r.I..\.RY. 


Green is the grass, but wait awhile, 
'Twill grow, and then will wither; 
The flowrets, brightly as they smile, 
Shall perish altogether: 
The merry sun, you sure would say, 
It ne'er could set in gloom; 
But earth's best joys have all an end, 
And sin, a heavy doom. 


Ohorus. 
But 
fother maid, thou dost not fade; 
'Vith stars above thy brow, 
And the pale moon beneath thy feet, 
:For ever throned art thou. 


The green green grass, the glittering grove, 
The heaven's majestic dome, 
They image forth a tenderer bower, 
A more refulgent home; 
They tell us of that Paradise 
Of everlasting rest, 
And that high Tree, all flowers and fruit, 
The sweetest, yet the best. 



THE MOXTH OF MARY. 


Ohorus. 
o 
fary, pure and beautiful, 
Thou art the Queen of 
Iay; 
Our garlands wear about thy hair, 
And they will ne'er decay. 


The Orator!}. 
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278 THE QUEEN OF SEASO"XS. 


CL VII. 


THE QUEE
 OF SEASO:XS. 


(A Song for an inclement JIag.) 


ALL is divine 
which the Highest has lllaùe, 
Through the days that He wrought, 
till the day when He stay'd ; 
Above and below, 
within and around, 
Frolll the centre of space, 
to its utternlost bound. 


In beauty surpassing 
the U ni verse smiled, 
On thè lllorn of its birth, 
like an innocent child, 



THE QUEE
 OF SEASO:YS. 27ü 


Or like the rich bloom 
of some delicate flower 
And the Father rejoiced 
in the work of His power 


Yet worlds brighter still, 
and a brighter than those, 
.And a brighter again, 
He had made, had He chose; 
And you never could name 
that conceivable best, 
To exhaust the resources 
the 1\laker possess'd. 


But I know of one work 
of His Infinite Hand, 
"Thich special and singular 
ever must stand; 
So perfect, so pure, 
and of gifts such a store, 
rfhat evcn Olnnipotcnce 
nc'er shall do more. 



280 THE QUEEN OF SEASONS. 


The freshness of ::\lay, 
and the sweetness of June, 
And the fire of J ul y 
in its passionate noon, 
l\Iunificent August, 
September serene, 
Are together no match 
for IllY glorious Queen. 


o )Iary, all months 
and all days are thine own, 
In thee lasts their joyousness, 
w hen they are gone; 
And we give to thee :May, 
not because it is best, 
But because it comes first, 
and is pledge of the rest. 


The Oratory. 


1850. 



VALE5TI.xE TO A LITTLE GIRL. 281 


CLTIII. 


v ALEXTINE TO A LITTLE GIUL. 


LITTLE maiden, dost thou pine 
For a faithful Yalentine? 
Art thou scanning timidly 
E very face that meets thine eye? 
Art thou fancying there may be 
Fai reI' face than thou dost see? 
Little maiden, scholar Inine, 
"\V oulùst thou have a Valentinc? 


Go and ask, Iny little child, 
Ask the ::\f other undefiled: 
Ask, for she will <Ira w the
 near, 
Anù will whi
pcr in thine car:- 



2S2 VALENTINE TO A LITTLE GIRL. 


" Yalentine! the nanle is good; 
}--'or it comes of lineage high, 
And a falnous fami} y : 
And it tells of gentle blood, 
Noble blood,-and noLler stil1, 
For its owner freely pour'd 
Every drop there was to spill 
In the quarrel of his Lord. 
Valcntine! I know the name, 
::\fany Inartyrs bear the same; 
And they stand in glittering ring 
Round their warrior God and King,- 
Who before and for them bled,- 
'Vith their robes of ruby red, 
And their swords of cherub flame." 


Yes! there is a plenty there, 
l(nights without reproach or fear,- 
Such St. Denys, such 
t. George, 
Martin, 
I aurice, Theodore, 
And a hundred thousand more; 
Guerdon gain'd and warfare o'er, 
By that sea without a surge, 



VALENTINE TO A LITTLE GIRL. 283 


And beneath the eternal sky, 
And the beatific Sun, 
In Jerusalem above, 
Valentine is everyone; 
Choose from out that company 
'Vhom to 
erve, and whom to love. 


The Oratory. 


1850. 



284 ST. PHILIP NEllI IN IIIS MISSIOY. 


CLIX. 


ST. PHILIP NERI IN HIS 1VII
SION. 


(A Song.) 


IN the far X orth our lot is cast, 
vVhere faithful hearts are few; 
Still are we Philip's children dear, 
And Peter's soldiers true. 


Founder and Sire! to mighty Rome, 
Beneath St. Peter's sbade, 
Early thy vow of loyal love 
And ministry was paid. 


The solemn porch, and portal high, 
Of Peter was thy home; 
The world's ...\postle he, and thou 
Apostle of his H,on1e. 


And first in the old catacombs, 
In galleries long and deep, 
'Vhere martyr Popes had ruled the flock, 
And slppt their glorious sleep, 



ST. PHILIP NERI I:Y IllS MISSION. 28;3 


There c1idst thou pass the nights in prayer, 
Until at length there caine, 
Down on thy breast, new lit for thee, 
The Pentecostal flame;- 


Then, in that heart-consuming love, 
Didst walk the city wide, 
And lure the noble and the young 
From Babel's pomp and pride; 


And, gathering them within thy eell, 
Unveil the lustre bright, 
And beauty of thy inner soul, 
And gain them by the sight. 


And thus to l{ome, for Peter's faith 
Far known, thou didst impart 
Thy lcssons of the hiddcn life, 
And discipline of heart. 


And as the A postle, on the hill 
Facing the Imperial Town, 
First gazed upon his fair d0111ain, 
Then on the eross lay down, 



286 ST. PHILIP KERI IN HIS :MISSIOK. 


So thou, from out the streets of Rome 
Didst turn thy failing eye 
Unto that mount of martyrdom \ 
Take leave of it, and die. 


The Oratory. 


1850. 


I On the day of his death, Philip, "at the beginning of his 
)Iass, remained for some time looking fixedly at the hill of 
St. Onofrio, which was visible from the chapel, just as if he 
saw some great vision. On coming to the Gloria in Execlsis, 
he began to sing, which was a very unusual thing for 11Ïm, 
and he sang the whole of it with the grcatest joy and dcyo- 
tion," &e.-Bacci's Life. 



ST. PHILIP IN HIMSELF. 287 


CLX. 


ST. PHILIP IX HI)ISELF. 


(A. Song.) 


TUE holy 1\Ionks, conceal'd from men, 
In midnight choir, or studious cell, 
In sultrJo field, or wintry glen, 
The holy l\Ionks, I love them well, 


The Friars too, the zealous band 
BJ- Dominic or Francis led, 
They gather, and they take their stand 
'Vhere foes are fierce, or friends have fled. 


Aud then the unwcaried Company, 
"\Vhich bears the X ame of sacred might, 
The Knights of Jesus, they defy 
The ficnd,-full eager for the fight. 


Yet there is one I more atfect 
Than Jesuit, Hermit, 
lonk, or Friar, 
'Tis an old man of sweet aspèct, 
I love him more, I morc admire. 



2SS 


ST. PHILIP IY HIMSELF. 


I know him by his head of snow, 
His ready smile, his keen full eye, 
His words which kindle as they flow, 
Save he be rapt in ecstasy. 


He lifts his hands, there issues forth 
A fragrance virginal and rare, 
And now he ventures to our North, 
'Vhere hearts are frozen as the air. 


He eomes, by grace of his address, 
By the sweet music of his face, 
And his low tones of tenderness, 
To melt a noble, stubborn race. 


o sainted Philip, Father dear, 
Look on thy little ones, that we 
Thy loveliness may copy here, 
And in the eternal KingdOll1 see. 


The Oratory. 


18:>0. 
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CLXI. 


ST. PHILIP IN IllS GOD. 


PilILIP, on thee the glowing ray 
Of heaven came down upon thy prayer, 
To melt th) heart, and burn away 
All that of earthly dross was there. 


Thy soul becmne as purest glass, 
Through which the Brightness Increatc 
In undinlm'd Inajesty might pass, 
Transparent and illun1Ïllate. 


And so, on Philip when we gaze, 
'Ve see the image of his Lord; 
The 
aint dissolves arnid the blazc 
'Vhich circles round the Living 'Y ortl. 
u 
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ST. PHILIP IN HIS GOD. 


The 1\Ieek, the 'Vise, none else is here, 
Dispensing light to men below; 
His awful accents fill the ear, 
N ow keen as fire, now soft as snow. 


As snow, those in ward pleadings fall, 
..A.s soft, as bright, as pure, as cool, 
With gentle weight and gradual, 
And sink into the feverish soul. 


The Sinless One, He comes to seek, 
The dreary heart, the spirit lone, 
rrender of natures proud or weak, 
Not less than if they were lIis own. 


He takes and scans the sinner o'er, 
Handling His scholars one by one, 
'Veighing what they can bear, bcfore 
He gives the penance to be done. 


J esu, to Philip's sons reveal 
That gentlest wisdom frolll above, 
To spread compassion o'er their zeal, 
And luingle patience with their love. 


Tlte Oratory. 


1850. 
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CLXII. 


GUARDIAN A:NGEL. 



I Y oldest friend, mine from the hour 
'Vhell first I drcw nlY breath; 

r y faithful friend, that shall be mine, 
-Unfailing, tilliny death; 


'rhou hast been ever at my side; 

Iy ::\Iaker to thy trust 
Consign'd my soul, what time lIe framed 
'rite infant child of dust. 


No beating heart in holy praycr, 
No faith, infonn'd aright, 
Gave me to Joscph's tutelage, 
Or l\Iichael's conquering lllight. 


K or patron Saint, nor l\Iary's love, 
Thc dearest and the Lest, 
Has known nlY being, as thou hast known, 
And blest, as thou hast blest. 
U 2 
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GUARDIAN AXGEL. 


Thon wast my sponsor at the font; 
And thou, each budding year, 
Didst whisper elements of truth 
Into Iny childish ear. 


And when, ere boyhood yet was gone, 

Iy rebel spirit fell, 
Ah! thou didst see, and shudder too, 
Yet bear each deed of Hell. 


And then in turn, whenjudgments camc, 
And scared me back again, 
Thy quick soft breath was near to soothe 
And hallow every pain. 


Oh! who of all thy toils and cares 
Can tell the tale complcte, 
To place me under l\lary's smile, 
And Peter's royal feet! 


And thou wilt hang about my bed, 
'Vhen life is ebbing low; 
Of doubt, in1paticnce, and of gloom, 
The jealous sleeple
s foe. 



GUARDIAN ANGEL. 


::\Iine, when I stand before the Judge; 
And mine, if spared to stay 
\Vithin the golden furnace, till 
l\Iy sin is burn'd away. 


And mine, 0 Brother of my soul, 
'Vhcn my release shall C01ne; 
Thy gentle arIns shall lift me then, 
Thy wings shall waft me home. 


TIle Oratory. 


2Ð3 


1853. 
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THE GOLDEN PRISON. 


CLXIII. 


THE GOLDE
 PRISON. 


'VEEP not for me, ,vhcn I am gone, 
Xor spend thy faithful breath 
In gricving o'er the spot or hour 
Of all-enshrouding death; 


:x or waste in idle praise thy love 
On deeds of head or hand, 
Which live within the living Book, 
Or else are writ in sand; 


But let it be thy best of prayers, 
That I Inay find the grace 
To reach the holy house of toll, 
The frontier penance-place,- 


To reach that golden palace bright, 
'Vhcre souls elect abide, 
'Yaiting their certain call to Heavcn, 
'Vith Ang('ls at their side; 
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'Vhere hate, nor pride, nor fear tonnents 
The transitory guest, 
But in the willing agony 
He plunges, and is blest. 


And as the fainting patriarch gain' d 
His needful halt mid-way, 
And then rcfresh'd pursued his path, 
'Vhcre up the mount it lay, 


So pray, tlwt, rescued from the stOl'lU 
Of hcaven's eternal ire, 
I may lie down, then rise again, 
Safe, and yet saved by fire. 


The Oratorg. 


18::>R. 
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IIE
TnEY GREECE. 


CLXIY. 


HE.ATHEX GI{EECE. 


(A. SOli!].) 


I 


"\V HERE are the Islands of the Blest? 
They stud the Ægean Sea; 
And where the deep Elysian rest? 
It haunts the vale where Peneus strong 
Pours his incessant stream along, 
'Vhile craggy ridge and mountain bare 
Cut keenly through the liquid air, 
.And, in their own pure tints array'd, 
Scorn earth's green robes which change and fade, 
And stand in beauty undecay'd, 
Guards of the bold and frce. 


For what is Afric, but the home 
Of burning Phlegethon ? 
\Vhat the low Lcach anù silent gloom, 
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And chil1ing mists of that dull river, 
Along whose bank the thin ghosts shiver,- 
The thin wan ghosts that once were men,- 
But Tauris, isle of moor and fen, 
Or, dilnly traced by seanlen's ken, 
The pale-cliff'd Albion. 


The Oratory. 


1856. 
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A YARTYR COKYERT. 


CLX\. 


A 1\IARTYR CONVERT. 


(A H!Jmn.) 


THE nUlnbcr of Thine own complete, 
SUln up and n1ake an end; 
Sift clean the chaff, and house the wheat; 
And then, 0 Lord, descend. 


Descend, and solve by that descent 
This mystery of life; 
"\Vhere good and ill, together blent, 
Wage an undying strife. 


For rivers twain are gushing stil1, 
And pour a n1ingled flood; 
Good in the very depths of ill, 
III in the heart of good. 


The last are first, the first are last, 
As angel eyes behold; 
These from the sheep-cote sternly cast, 
Those welcomed to the fold. 



A :MARTYR COSTERT. 


x 0 Christian home, no pastor's eye, 
No preachcr's vocal zeal, 
)Ioved Thy dear 
Iartyr to defy 
The prison and the wheel. 


Forth from the heathen ranks she stept, 
The forfeit crown to clainl 
Of Christian souls who had not kept 
Their birthright and thcir nanle. 


Grace fonn'd her out of sinful dust; 
She knelt a soul dcfiled, 
She rose in all the faith, and trust, 
And sweetness of a child. 


An<.l in the frcshncss of that Jove 

he preach'd, hy word and deed, 
Tho lnysteries of the world a1ove, 
J[cr new-found, glorious crccù. 


.And running, ill a little hour, 
Of life the cour
e c01nplete, 
She reach'll the Throne of endless power, 
And sits at J e
u's feet. 


2f>9 
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A 1ú.ARTYR CONVER1\ 


Hcr spirit there, her body here, 

Iake one the earth and sky; 
'Ve use her natTIe, we touch her bier, 
'Ve know her God is nigh. 


Praise to the Father, as is meet, 
Praise to the Only Son, 
Praise to the Holy Paraclete 
'Vhile endless ages run. 


The Oratory. 


1856. 
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CLXT 1. 


ST. PHILIP IN HIS SCHOOL. 


(A SOl1g.) 


THIS is the Saint of gentleness and kindness, 
Checrful in penance, and in precept winning; 
Patiently healing of their pride and blindness, 
Souls that are sinning. 


This is the Saint, who, when the world allures us, 
Crics hcr false wares, and opcs her magic coffers, 
Points to a bctter city, and secures us 
,,-rit h richer offers. 


Love is his bond, he knows no other fetter, 
Asks not our all, but tal.es whate'cr we spare him, 
'Villing to draw us on from good to better, 
As we can bear him. 


'Vhcn he comes near to touch us and to blcss us, 
Praycr is so swect, that hours are but a minute; 
l\iirth is so pure, though freely it possess us, 
Sin is not in it. 
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Thus he conducts by holy paths and pleasant, 
Innocent souls, and sinful souls forgivcn, 
Towards the bright palace where our GOLl is present, 
rrhroned in bigh heaven. 


The Oratory. 


1857. 
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CLXT"II. 


ST. PHILIP IN HIS DISCIPLES. 


(A Song.) 


I ASK not for fortune, for silken attire, 
For servants to throng TIle, and crowds to admire; 
I ask not for powcr, or for name or success, 
Thcse do not content me, these never can bless. 


Let the world flaunt her glories! each glittering 
prIze, 
Though tempting to others, is naught in illY eycs. 
.A child of 
t. Philip, DIY lua::;ter and guide, 
I would live ab he Jived, and would die as he died. 


'Vhy should I bo saddoll'ù, though friendless I be? 
For who in his youth \\ as so lonely as he? 
If spited aud nIock'd, so was he, when he cried 
To his God on tho cross to stand by his side. 
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If scanty my fare, yet how was he fed? 
On olives and herbs and a slnall roll of bread. 
Are IllY joints and bones sore with aches and witII 
pains? 
Philip scourged his young flesh with fine iron 
chains. 


A closet his home, where he, year after year, 
Bore heat or cold greater than heat or cold here; 
A rope stretch'd across it, and o'er it he spread 
His small stock of clothes; and the floor was his 
bed. 


One lodging besides; God's temple he chose, 
And he slept in its porch his few hours of repose; 
Or studied by light which the a1tar-laInp gave, 
Or knelt at the 1\Iartyr's victorious grave. 


I'm ashamed of myself, of DlY tears and DlY tongue. 
So easily fretted, so often unstrung; 
1\Iad at trifles, to which a chance mOInent giyef' 
birth; 
Complaining of heaven, and conlplaining of earth. 
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So now, with his help, no cross will I fear, 
But will linger resign'd through my pilgrimage here. 
A child of St. Philip, my master and guide, 
I will live as he lived, and will die as he died. 


The Oratory_ 


1857. 
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FOR THE DEAD. 


CLXVIII. 


FOR THE DEAD. 


(A Hymn.) 


IIELP, Lord, the souls which Thou hast Inade, 
The souls to Thee so dear, 
In prison, for the debt unpaid 
Of sins committed here. 


Those holy souls, they suffer on, 
Resign'd in heart and will, 
lJ ntil Thy high behest is done, 
And justice has its fill. 
:For daily falls, for pardon'd crime, 
They joy to undergo 
rrhe sbadow of Thy cross sublime, 
The remnant of Thy woe. 


Help, Lord, the souls which Thou hast made, 
The souls to Thce so dear, 
] n prison for the debt unpaid 
Of sins comlnitted here. 



FOIt THE DEAD. 


Oh, by their patience of delay, 
Their hope alnid their pain, 
Their sacred zeal to burn away 
Disfigurement and stain; 
Oh, by their fire of love, not less 
In keenness than the flatlle, 
Oh: by their very helplessncss, 
Oh, by Thy own great K an1e, 


Good J esu, help! swept J esu, aid 
The souls to Thee most dear, 
In pri
on for the debt. unpaid 
Of sins committed here. 


'The Oratory. 


x 2 
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TO EDWARD CASW ALL. 


CLXIX. 


TO ED'V AltD CAS'V ALL. 


(A gift for the New Year in return for his volume of Poem,v). 


ONCE, o'er a clear calm pool, 
The fulness of an over-brimming spring, 
I saw the hawthorn and the chestnut fling 
Their willing arms, of vernal blossoms full 
And light green leaves: the lilac too was there, 
The prodigal laburnum, dropping gold, 
While the rich gorse along the turf crept near, 
Close to the fountain's margin, and made bold 
To peep into that pool, so calnl and clear:- 
As if well pleased to see their image bright 
Reflected back upon their innocent sight; 
Each flower and blossom shy 
Lingering the live-long day in still delight, 
Yet without touch of pride, to view, 
Yea, with a tendcr, holy sympathy, 
'\Vhat was itself, yet was anothcr too. 
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So on thy verse, my Brother and my Fricnd, 
-The fresh upwelling of thy tranquil spirit,- 
I see a many angel forllls attend; 
And gracious souls elcct ; 
And thronging sacred shades, that shall inherit 
One day the azure skies; 
And pcaceful saints, in whitest garments deck'd; 
And happy infants of the second birth:- 
'Thcse, and all other plants of paradise, 
Thoughts frOIll above, and visions that arc sure, 
.And providences past, and n1en10ries dear, 
In much content hang o'er that mirror pure, 
And recognize cach other's faces there, 
And see a heaven on earth. 


The Oratory. 


Januaryl, l8iJ8. 
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THE TWO WORLDS. 


CLXX. 


THE T\VO \VOltLDS. 


UNVEIL, 0 Lorù, and on us shine 
In glory and in grace; 
This gaudy 'world grows pale before 
The beauty of Thy face. 


Till Thou art seen, it seems to be 
A sort of fairy ground, 
'Vhere suns unsetting light the sli3
, 
And flowers and fruits abounù. 


Bnt when Thy keener, purer beam 
Is pour'd upon our sight, 
I t loses all its power to charm, 
And what was day is night, 
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Its noblest toils are then the scourge 
'Vhich n1ade Thy bloo<1 to flow; 
Its joys are but the treacherous thorns 
'Vhich circled round Thy brow. 


And thus, whcn we renounce for Thee 
Its restless aims and fears, 
The tcnder Inemories of the past, 
The hopes of conling ycars, 


Poor is our sacrifice, whose eyes 
Arc lighted frOlll above; 
"r e offer what we cannot keep, 
'Vhat we have ceascù to love. 


TIle 0 rat U f"!!. 


18G
. 
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ST. :MICHAEL. 


CLXXI. 


ST. l\iICHAEL. 


(A II!Jmn.) 


THOU champion high 
Of Heaven's imperial Bride, 
For ever waiting on her eye, 
Before her onward path, and at her side, 
In war her guard secure, by night her ready guide! 


To thee was givcn, 
1Vhen those false angels rose 
Against the 1\Iajesty of Heaven, 
To hurl them down the steep, and on them close 
The prison where they roam in hopeless unrel)ose. 


Thee, l\lichael, thee, 
When sight and breathing fail, 
The disembodied soul shan see; 
The pardon'd soul with solemn joy shall hail, 
When holiest rites are spent, and tears no more 
a vail. 
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And thou, at last, 
'Vhen Time itself must die, 
Shalt sound that dread and piercing blast, 
To wake the dead, and rend the vaulted sky, 
And summon all to Ineet the Omniscient Judge on 
high. 


The Oratory. 


1862. 
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CLXXII. 


THE DREAM OF GEUONTIUS. 


sl. 


GEnO
TILS. 


JESU, 
fÅRIA-I am near to death, 
And Thou art calling mc; I know it now. 
Not by the token of this faltering breath, 
This chill at heart, this dampncss on Iny brow,- 
(J esu, have mercy! l\Iary, pray for n1e !) 
'Tis this new feeling, never felt before, 
(Be with me, Lord, in IllY extremity!) 
That I an1 going, that I am no 1110re. 
'Tis this strange innermost abandonment, 
(Lover of souls! great God! I look to Thee,) 
This en1ptying out of each constituent 
And natural force, by which I come to be. 
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I)ray for me, 0 my friends; a visitant 
Is knocking his dirc SUl1lmOnS at my door, 
The likc of whom, to scare me and to daunt, 
Has never, never come to me befor
 ; 
'Tis dcath,-O loving friends, your prayers !-'tis 
he! . . . 
.As though nlY very being had given way, 
As though I was no Inore a substance no\\', 
And could fall Lack on nought to be IllY stay, 
(lIelp, loving Lord! Thou nlY sole llefuge, 
Thou,) 
..\nd turn no whither, but nlust needs decay 
.And drop from out the universal frame 
Into that shapeless, scopeless, blank ahyss, 
'fhat uttcr nothingness, of which I canlC: 
This is it that has COlllC to pass in me ; 
Oh, horror! this it is, Iny dearest, this; 
So pray for me, my friends, who have not strcngth 
to pray. 


.ASSIST

TS. 
K yrie eleïson, Christe eleïson, l\":yrie eleïson. 
II 01)'" :\[ary, pra
r for him. 
..\11 holy ..\ngels, pray for hinl. 
Choirs of the righteou
, pray for him. 
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Holy Abraham, pray for him. 
St. John Baptist, St. Joseph, pray for hin1. 
St. Peter, St. Paul, St. Andrew, St. John, 
All Apostles, all Evangelists, pray for him. 
An holy Disciples of the Lord, pray for him. 
All holy Innocents, pray for hiln. 
All holy l\Iartyrs, An holy Confessors, 
All holy Hermits, all holy Virgins, 
All ye Saints of God, pray for him. 


GEROKTIUS. 
Rouse thee, my fainting soul, and play the man; 
And through such waning span 
Of life and thought as still has to be trod, 
Prepare to meet thy God. 
And while the storm of that bewilderment 
Is for a season spent, 
And, ere afresh the ruin on me fall, 
Use well the interval. 


ASSISTAYTS. 
Be merciful, be gracious; spare him, Lord. 
Be merciful, be gracious; Lord, deliver him. 
From the sins that are past; 
From Thy frown and Thine ire; 
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From the perils of dying; 
From any compl,ring 
"\Vith sin, or denying 
His God, or relying 
On self, at the last; 
}'rmn the nethermost fire; 
From aU that is evil; 
From power of the devil; 
Thy servant deliver, 
For once and for ever. 


By Thy birth, and by Thy Cross, 
TIescue hinl from endless loss ; 
By Thy death and burial, 
Save hinl from a final fall ; 
By Thy ri
ing from the tonlb, 
By Thy mounting up above, 
By the Spirit's gracious love, 
Save him in the day of doom. 


G EUOXTIUS. 
Sanctus fortis, Sanctus Deus, 
Dc profundis oro te, 
)Iiscrcre, Judex mcus, 
Parce nÜhi, DOIninc. 
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Firmly I believe and truly 
God is Three, and God is One; 
.A..nd I next acknowlcdge duly 
l\Ianhood taken by the Son. 
..A..nd I trust and hope most fully 
In that n1anhood crucified; 
And each thought and deed unruly 
Do to death, as He has died. 
Simply to His grace and wholly 
Light and life and strength belong, 
And I love, supremely, solely, 
Him the holy, Him the strong. 
Sanctus fortis, Sanctus Deus, 
De profundis oro te, 
l\Iiserere, Judex meus, 
Parce nÚhi, DOluinc. 
And I hold in veneration, 
For the love of I-lilll alone, 
Holy Church, as His creation, 
And her teachings, as His own. 
And I take with joy \\ hatcver 
K ow besots lHe, pain or fear, 
And with a strong will I sever 
All the ties which bind TI1C here. 
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Adoration aye be given, 
",Vith and through the angelic host, 
To the God of earth and heaven, 
Father, Son, and IIoly Ghost. 
Sanctus fortis, Sanctus Deus, 
De profundis oro te, 
:ThIiserere, Judex meus, 
l\Iortis in discrimine. 


I can no more; for now it comcs again, 
That sense of ruin, which is worse than pain, 
That masterful negation and collapse 
Of all that makes me man; as though I bcnt 
Over thc dizzy brink 
Of SOlne sheer infinite descent; 
Or wor:;e, as though 
Down, down for ever I was falling through 
The solid framework of created things, 
And needs must sink and sink 
Into the vast abyss. And, crueller still, 
A fierce and restless fright begins to fill 
The mansion of m) soul. ...
nd, worse and worse, 
Somc boùily fonn of in 
Floats on the wind, with many a loaths01nc cur
(' 
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Tainting the hallow'd air, and laughs, and flaps 
Its hideous wings, 
.And makes me wild with horror and dismay. 
o J esu, help! pray for me, l\iary, pray! 
Some Angel, J esu! such as came to Thee 
In Thine own agony. . . . . 
:Mary, pray for me. Joseph, pray for me. l\Iary, 
pray for me, 


ASSISTANTS. 


Hescue him, 0 Lord, in this his evil hour, 
As of old so n1any by Thy gracious power:- 
(Amen.) 
Enoch and Elias from the COlnmon doom; 
(Amen. ) 
X oe from the ,vaters In a saving home; (Amen.) 
..\.braham from th' abounding guilt of IIeathenesse ; 
(Amen. ) 
Job froln all his multiform and fell distress; 
(Alnen. ) 
Isaac, when his father's knife was raised to slay; 
(Amen. ) 
I.Jot from burning Sodom on its judgrrJcnt-day; 
(Amen. ) 
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loses from the land of bondage and despair; 
(Alnen.) 
Daniel frOlTI the hungry lions in their lair; 
( Amen.) 
And the Children Three amid the furnace-flmne; 
(Amen.) 
Chaste Susanna from the slander and the shanle; 
(Amen.) 
David from Goliah and the wrath of Saul; (Amen.) 
And the two Apostles from their prison-thrall; 
(Amen.) 
Thecla from her torments; (Amen:) 
-so to show Thy power, 
Rescue this Thy servant in his evil hour. 


GERONTIUS. 
N ovis
ima hora est; and I fain would sleep. 
The pain has wearied me. . . . Into Thy hands, 
o Lord, into Thy hands. . . . 


TIlE PRIEST. 
Proficisccre, anima Christiana, de hoc mundo ! 
Go forth upon thy journey, Christian soul! 
Go frOln this world! Go, in the K anw of God 
The Omnipotent Father, who created thee! 
y 
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Go, in the Name of Jesus Christ, our Lord, 
Son of the living God, who bled for thee! 
Go, in the :Name of the Holy Spirit, who 
Hath been pour'd out on thee! Go, in the nan1e 
Of Angels and Archangels; in the nmlle 
Of Thrones and Donlinations; in the J1mne 
Of Princedoms and of Powers; and in the name 
Of Cherubim and Seraphim, go forth! 
Go, in the name of Patriarchs and Prophets; 
And of Apostles and Evangelists, 
Of 
Iartyrs and Confessors; in the nan1e 
Of holy 1\Tonks and Hermits; in the name 
Of holy Virgins; and all Saints of God, 
Both men an(l women, go! Go on thy course; 
And may thy place to-day be found in peace, 
And may thy dwelling be the Holy Mount 
Of Sion :-through the Name of Christ, our Lord. 


S 2. 


SOUL OF GERO
TIUS. 
I went to sleep; and now I am refresh'd, 
A strange rcfreshment: for I feel in n1e 
An inexpressive lightness, and a scnsc 
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Of freedom, as I were at length myself, 
And ne' er had been before. How still it is ! 
I hear no more the busy beat of time, 
No, nor IllY fluttcring breath, nor struggling pulse; 
Nor does one moment differ from the next. 
I had a dream; yes :-some one softly said 
" He's gone;" and then a sigh went round the 
room. 
And then I surely heard a priestly voice 
Cry" Subvenite ;" and they knelt in prayer. 
I seem to hear him still; but thin and low, 
And fainter and more faint the accents come, 
As at an ever-widening interval. 
Ah! whence is this? 'Vhat is this severance? 
This silence pours a solitariness 
Into the vcry essence of my soul; 
And the decp rest, so soothing and so sweet, 
Hath somcthing too of sternness and of pain. 
For it drives back my thoughts upon thcir spring 
n J a strange introversion, and perforce 
I now bcgin to fced upon myself, 
Because I have nought else to fecd upon. 


Am I alive or dcad? I am not dead, 
y 2 
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But in the body still; for I posscss 
A sort of confidence, which clings to me, 
That each particular organ holds its place 
As heretofore, combining with the rest 
Into one symmetry, t hat wraps me round, 
And makes nle man; and surely I could n1ove, 
Did I but will it, every part of me. 
And yet I cannot to my sense bring home 
By very trial, that I have the power. 
'Tis strange; I cannot stir a hand or foot, 
I cannot make my fingers or my lips 
By mutual pressure wituess each to each, 
Nor by the eyelid's instantaneous stroke 
Assure lnyself I have a boùy still. 
N or do I know my very attitude, 
N or if 1 stand, or lie, or sit, or kneel. 


So much I know, not knowing how I know, 
That the vast universe, where I have dwelt, 
Is quitting me, or I anl quitting it. 
Or I or it is ru::;hing on the wings 
Of light or lightning on an onwanl coursc, 
And we e'en now arc Inillion milcs apart. 
Yet. . . is this peremptory severance 
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"\V rought out in lcngthening measurClnents of space, 
\Vhich grow and n1ultiply by speed and time? 
Or am I traversing infinity 
By endless subdivision, hurrying back 
From finite towards infinitesimal, 
Thus dying out of the expanded world? 


Another marvel: some one has Ine fast 
\Vithin his a
nple palm; 'tis not a grasp 

uch as they use on earth, but all around 
Over the surface of n1Y subtle being, 
As though I were a sphere, anù capable 
To be accosted thus, a unifornl 
And gentle prcssure tells me I aln not 
Self-moving, but borne forward on my way. 
And hark! I hear a singing; yet in sooth 
I cannot of that music rightly say 
\Vhether I hear, or touch, or taste the toncs. 
Oh, what a heart-sub{luing melody! 


AXGEfJ. 


My work is done, 
l\Iy task is o'er, 
And so I come, 
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Taking it home, 
For the crown is v,'"on, 
Alleluia, 
For evermore. 


l\Iy Pather gave 
In charge to n1e 
This child of earth 
E'en from its birth, 
To serve and save, 
Allcluia, 
And saved is he. 


This child of cIa J 
To me was given, 
To rear and train 
By sorrow and pain 
In the narrow way, 
Alleluia. 
From earth to heaven. 


SOUL. 
It is a mcmber of that fami)y 
Of wondrous beings, who, cre the worlds were 
made, 
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:\Iillions of ages back, have stood around 
The throne of God :-he never has known sin; 
But through those cycles all but infinite, 
Has had a strong and pure celestial life, 
And bore to gaze on the unveil'd face of God, 
....\nd drank from the everlasting Fount of truth, 
And served Him with a keen ecstatic love. 
Hark! he begins again. 


ANGEL. 


o Lord, how wonderful in depth and height, 
But most in man, how wondcrful Thou art! 
With what a love, what soft persuasive might 
Victorious o'er the stubborn fleshly heart, 
Thy tale complete of saints rrhou dost provid
, 
rro fill the throne which Angels lost through pride! 


He lay a grovelling babe upon the ground, 
Polluted in the blood of hih first sire, 
"\Vith his whole essence shatter'd and unsound, 
And coil'd around his hcart a dClllon dire, 
'Vhich was not of hi
 naturc, but had skill 
To billJ and furtH his opening mind tu ill. 
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Then was I sent from heaven to set right 
The balancc in his soul of truth and sin, 
Ana I have waO'cd a 10110' relentles::5 fiO'ht 
o 0 0 , 
Resolved that death-environ'd spirit to win, 
"\Vhich from its fallcn state, when all was lost, 
IIad been repurchased at so dread a cost. 


Oh, what a shifting parti-colour'd scene 
Of hope and fear, of triumph and dismay, 
Of recklessness and :penitence, has been 
The history of that dreary, life-long fray! 
And oh, the grace to nerve him and to lead, 
How patient, prompt, and lavish at his need! 


o man, strange COlllposite ofheaveli and earth! 
1\Iajcsty dwarf'd to baseness! fragrant flower 
Running to poisonou
 
eed! and sceming worth 
Cloking corruption! weakness mastering powcr! 
"\Vho never art so near to crime and shame, 
As when thou hast achieved some deed of llêllllC;- 


How bhould ethereal natures comprehend 
A thing nladc up of spirit and of clay, 
\\T ere we not task'd to nurse it and to tend, 
Link'd one to onc throughout its mortal day? 
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Iore than the Seraph in his hcight of place, 
The Angel-guardian knows and loves the ran- 
sonl'd. race. 


SOUL. 
K ow know I surely that I an1 at length 
Out of the body; had I part with earth, 
1 never could have drunk those accents in, 
And not have worshipp'd as a god the voice 
That was so Inusical; but now I am 

o wholc of heart, so calnl, so self-possess'd, 
\Vith such a full content, and with a sense 

o apprehensive and discriminant, 

-\.s no tcmptation can intoxicate. 
X or have 1 evcn terror at the thought 
That I mn clasp'd by such a saintliness. 


ANGEL. 

\ll praise to Him, at whose sublilne d.ecreo 
The last arc first, the first 1eCOll1e the last; 
Hy WhOlfl the suppliant pri
oller is set free, 
By whonl pruud first-borns frOlIl their throncs 
arc cast; 



330 TIlE DREAM OF GERONTIUS. 


'Vho raises 1tlary to be Queen of heaven, 
'Vhile Lucifer is left, condcnln'd and unforgiven. 



 3. 


SOUL. 


I will address him. l\Iighty one, nlY Lord, 
);[ y Guardian Spirit, all hail ! 


ANGEL. 
All hail, lilY child! 
:\Iy child and brother, hail! what woulùest thou? 


SOUL. 
I would have nothing but to speak with thee 
For spcaking's sake. I wish to hold with thee 
Conscious comn1union; though I fain would know 
.\ maze of things, were it but meet to ask, 
And not a curiousness. 


ANGEL. 
You cannot now 
Cherish a wish which ought not to be wish'd. 


SOUL. 
Then I will speak. I ever had believed 
That on the moment when the struggling soul 
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Quitted its mortal case, forthwith it fell 
Under the awfu1 Presence of its God, 
There to be judged and sent to its own place. 
'Vhat lets me now from going to my Lord? 


ANGEL. 
Thou art not let; but with extremest speed 
A.rt hurrying to the Just and Holy Judge: 
Por scarcely art thou disembodied yet. 
Divide a moment, as men measure time, 
Into its million-n1Ïllion-millionth part, 
Yet even less than that the interval 
Since thou didst leave the body; and the priest 
Cried" Subvenite," and they fell to prayer; 
X ay, scarcely yet have they begun to pray. 


:For spirits and mcn by different standards mete 
The less and greater in the flow of timc. 
By sun and Inoon, primcval ordinances- 
By stars which rise and set harlnoniously- 
By the recurring seasons, and the swing, 
This way and that, of the suspended rod 
Precise and punctual, men di vide the hours, 
E(lual, continuous, for thcir comlnon use. 
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X ot so with us in the immaterial world; 
But intervals in their succession 
Are measured by the living thought alone 
And grow or wane with its intensity. 
.AJld time is not a common property; 
Rut what is long is short, and swift is slow, 
And near is distant, as received and grasp'd 
By this mind and by that, and everyone 
Is standard of his own chronology. 
And nlemory lacks its natural resting-points 
Of years, and centuries, and periods. 
It is thy very energy of thought 
'Yhich keeps thee fronl thy God. 
SOUL. 
Dear Aagel, say, 
'Vhy have I now no fear at meeting Him? 

\.long my e
rthly life, the thought of Jeath 
And judgment was to nle n10st terrible. 
I had it aye before me, and I saw 
The J uùge severe e'cn in the Crucifix. 
X ow that the hour is conle, my fcar is fled; 
AntI at this balance of my destiny, 
X ow close upon m
, I can forward look 
,rith a screnest joy. 
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ANGEL. 
It is because 
rrhen thou didst fear, that now thou dost not fear, 
Thou hast forestall'd the agony, and so 
For thee the bitterness of death is past. 
Also, because already in thy soul 
The judgment is begun. That day of doonl, 
One anù the same for the collected worlù-- 
That solelnn consumnlation for all flesh, 
Is, in the case of each, anticipate 
Upon his death; and, as the last great day 
In the particular judgment is rehearscd, 
So now, too, ere thou comest to the Throne, 
A presage falls upon thee, as a ray 
Straight from the Judge, expressive of thy lot. 
That calnl and joy uprising in thy soul 
IH first-fruit to thee of thy recompense, 
Anù heaven begun. 



 4. 


Sour,. 


But hark! upon lny sense 
Comes a fierce hubbub, which would make Inc fear, 
Could I be frighted. 
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ANGEL. 
"\Ve are now arrived 
Close on the judgment-court; that sullen howl 
Is from the demons who assenlble there. 
It is the middle region, where of old 
Satan appeared an10ng the sons of God, 
To cast his jibes and scoffs at holy Job. 
So now his legions throng the vestibule, 
Hungry and wild; to claim their property, 
And gather souls for hell. Hist to their cry. 


SOUL. 


How sour and how uncouth a dissonance! 


DEMONS. 
Low-born clods 
Of brute earth, 
They aspire 
To become gods, 
By a new birth, 
And an extra grace, 
And a score of merits, 
As if aught 
Could stand in place 
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Of the high thought, 
And the glance of fire 
Of the great spirits, 
The powers blest, 
The lords by right, 
The prinull owners, 
Of the proud dwelling 
And realm of light,- 
Dispossess'd, 
Aside thrust, 


Chuck'd down 
By the sheer might 
Of a despot's will, 
Of a tyrant's frown, 
'Vho after expelling 
Their hosts, gave, 
Triumphant still, 
And still unjust, 


I
ach forfeit crown 
To psalm-droners, 
.And canting groaner8, 
To every f'lave, 
And pious cheat, 
Anù crawling knave, 
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1Vho lick'd the dust 
Under his feet. 


ASGEL. 
It is the restless panting of their being; 
Like beasts of prey, who, caged within their hars, 
In a deep hideous purring have their life, 
And an incessant pacing to and fro. 


DE:
IONS. 
The mind bold 
And independent, 
The purpose free, 
So we are told, 

fust not think 
To have the ascendant. 
'Vhat's a saint? 
One whose breath 
Doth the air taint 
Before his death; 
A bundle- of bones, 
1Yhich fools adore, 
Ira! ha! 
Whcn life is o'er; 
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'Vhich rattle and stink, 
E'en in the flesh. 
'Ve cry his pardon ! 
No flesh hath he ; 
Ha! ha! 
For it hath died, 
'Tis crucified 
Day by day, 
Afrcsh, afresh, 
Ha! ha! 
That holJ clay, 
Ha! ha! 


This gain s guerdon, 
So priestlings prate, 
Ha! ha! 
Before the Judge, 
And pleads and atones 
}'or spite and grudge, 
And Ligot mood, 
And envy and hate, 
Anù greed of L100<1. 


z 
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SOUL. 
How impotent they are! and yet on earth 
They have repute for wondrous power and skill 
And books describe, how that the very face 
Of the Evil One, if seen, would have a force 
Even to freeze the blood, and choke the life 
Of him who saw it. 


AKGEL. 


In thy trial-state 
Thou hadst a traitor nestling close at home, 
Connatural, who with the powers of hell 
'Vas leagued, and of thy senses kept the key
, 
And to that deadliest foe unlock'd thy heart. 
And therefore is it, in rcspcct of man, 
Those fallen ones show so majestical. 
But, when some child of grace, Angel or Saint, 
Pure and upright in his integrity 
Of nature, meets the demons on their raid, 
They scud away as cowards from the fig-ht. 
Nay, oft hath holy hermit in his cel1, 
X ot yct disburdcn'd of mortality, 
::\Iock'd at their threats and warlike overtures; 
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Or, dying, whcn they swarm'd, like flies, around, 
Defied theIn, and departed to his Judge. 
DEMoKs. 


Yirtue and vice, 
A knave's pretence, 
'Tis all the saIne; 
ITa! Ha! 
Dread of hell-fire, 
Of the venomous flmne, 
A coward's plea. 


Giye him his price, 


Saint though he bc, 


Ha! Ha! 
From shrewd goocl scnse 
IIe'll slave for hire; 
Ha! ha! 
And does but aspire 
To the heavcn above 
\Vith sordid aim, 
And not from love. 
Ra-! ha! 


SOUJJ. 
I sce not those false spirits; shall I see 
z 2 
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Iy dearcst l\Iaster, when I rcach His throne? 
Or hear, at least, His awful judgnlent-word 
'Vith personal intonation, as I now 
Hear thee, not 8ee thce, Angel? lIitherto 
All has been darkness since I left the carth ; 
Shall I rcmain thus sight-bereft all through 
)ly penance-time? If so, ho,v con1es it thcn 
rrhat I have hearing still, and tastc, and touch, 
Yet not a glin1mer of that princely sense 
'Vhich hinds idcas in one, and Inakcs them Ii ve ? 


AXGEL. 


N or touch, nor taste, nor hearing hast thou 


now; 
Thou livcst in a world of signs and tJpes, 
The presentations of most holy truths, 
Living and strong, which now encompass thce. 
A disen1bodied soul, thou hast by right 
No converse with aught else beside thyself; 
But, lest so stern a solitude should load 
And break thy being, in mcrcy arc vouchsafed 
Some lower measurcs of perception, 
'Vhich seem to thee, as though through channds 
brought, 
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Through ear, or nerves, or palate, which are 
gone. 
An(l thou art wrapp'd and swathed around III 
dreams, 
Dreams that are true, yet enigmatical; 
For the belongings of thy prcsent state, 
Save through such symbols, conle not home to 
thee. 
And thus thou tell'st of space, and time, and 


SIze, 
Of fragrant, solid, bitter, musical, 
Of fire, anù of refreshment after fire; 
As (let me use similitude of earth, 
To aid thee in the knowledge thou clost ask)- 
As ice which blisters n1ay be said to burn. 
:Nor hast thou now extension, with its parts 
Correlative,-long habit cozens thee,- 
X or power to move thyself, nor limbs to n10ve 
}Iast thou not heard of those, who after loss 
Of hand or foot, still cried that they had pains 
In hand or foot, as though they had it still ? 
So ;s it now with thce, who hast not lost 
Thy hand or foot, hut all which maùe up n1an. 
So will it be, until tIle joyous day 
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Of resurrection, when thou wilt regain 
All thou hast lost, new-made and glorified. 
How, even now, the consummated Saints 
See God in heaven, I may not explicate; 

Ieanwhile, let it suffice thee to possess 
Such means of converse as are granted thee, 
Though, till that Beatific '
ision, thou art blind; 
For e'en thy purgatory, which comes like fire, 
Is fire without its light. 


SOUL. 
His will be done! 
I am not worthy e'er to see again 
The face of day; far less His countenance, 
Who is the very sun. N atheless in life, 
'Vhen 1100k'd forward to my purgatory, 
It ever was my solace to believe, 
That, ere I plunged mniù the avenging flame, 
I had one sight of Him to strengthen me. 


ANGEL. 


Nor rash nor vain is that presentiment; 
Yes,-for one mOlnent thou shalt see thy Lord 
rrhus will it. be: what tin1e thou art arraign\l 
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Before the dread tribunal, and thy lot 
Is cast for ever, should it be to sit 
On His right hand among His pure elect, 
Then sight, or that which to the soul is sight, 
As by a lightning-flash, will come to thee, 
And thou shalt see, an1Ïd the dark profound, 
'Vhorn thy soulloveth, and would fain approach,- 
One moment; but thou knowest not, lllY child, 
'Vhat thou dost ask: that sight of the l\Iost Fair 
\Vill gladden thee, but it will pierce thee too. 


SOUL. 
Thou speakest darkly, Angel; anJ an awe 
Falls on me, and a fear lcst I be rash. 


ÅXGEL. 
There was a mortal, who is now above 
In the mid glory: he, when near to die, 
,,y as given cOlnmunion with the Crucified,- 
Such, that the 
Iaster's vcry wounds were stan1p'd 
Upon his fleðh; anù, frOlll the agony 
'Vhich thrill' ù through body and soul in that 
cnlLrace, 
Learn that the fhnne of the Everhu;;ting Love 
Doth Lurn ere it tran
fonll. . . . 
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9 5. 


II ark to those sound
 ! 
They come of tender beings angelical, 
Least and most childlike of the sons of God. 


FIRST CnOIR OF ANGELIC.A.LS. 
Praise to the Holiest in the height, 
And in the depth be praise: 
In all His "rords most wonderful; 

lost sure in all His ways! 


To us I-lis elder race He gave 
To battle and to win, 
'Vithout the chastisement of pain, 
vVithout the soil of sin. 


rrhe Jounger son He will'd to be 
A n1arvd in his birth: 
Spirit and flesh his parpnts wcre ; 
His home was hcaven and earth. 


The Eternal blcss'd IIis child, and arm"-l, 
And sent him hence afar, 
To serve as champion in the field 
Of elemcntal war. 
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To be IIis Yiceroy in the world 
Of matter, and of sense; 
Upon the frontier, towarùs the foe, 
A resolute defence. 


A:KGEL. 
'Ve now have pass'd the gate, and are within 
The IIouse of Judgment; and whereas on earth 
Temples and palaces are fOl'lTI'd of parts 
Costly and rare, but all material, 
So in the worlel of spirits nought is found, 
To mould withal, and fOl'lTI into a whole, 
But what is immaterial; and thus 
rrhe smallest portions of this cdificc, 
Cornice, or friezc, or balustrade, or stair, 
rl'lw very pavcmcnt is Inade up of life- 
Of holy, blessed, and inunortal bcingH, 
\Vho hYlnn their 
Iaker's praise continually. 


:SECOND CIIOIR OF A:SGE1.IC
LS. 
l>raisc to the IIolie.d in the height, 
Aud in the depth be praise: 
In all Iris worLls 1l10st wouderful; 
1\lost sure in aU Iris ways! 



a!G TIlE DREA:U OF GEROXTIUS. 


\V oe to thee, Inan! for he was found 
A recreant in the fight; 
And lost his heritage of heavcn, 
And fellowship with light. 


Above him now the angry sky, 
Around the telnpest's din; 
"\Yho once had JA_ngel
 for his friends, 
Had but the brutes for kin. 


Oman! a savage kindred they; 
To flee that monster brood 
He scaled the seaside cave, anù clOlnb 
- The giants of the wood. 


'Vith now a fear, and now a hope, 
'Vith aids which chance supplied, 
FrOln youth to eld, frOlu sire to son, 
He lived, and toil\l, and died. 


lIe <lreed his penance age by age; 
And step by step bcgan 
Slowly to doff his savage garb, 
.A_nd be agaill a Ulan. 
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And quicken'd by the Almighty's breath 
And chasten'd by His rod, 
And taught by angel-visitings, 
At length he sought his God; 


And learn'd to call upon His Xame, 
And in His faith create 
A household and a father-land, 
A city and a state. 


Glory to Hiln who frOIll the mire, 
In patient length of days, 
Elaborated into life 
.A people to His praise! 


SOCL. 


The sound is like the rushing of the winù- 
The summer wind-among the lofty pines; 
Swelling and dying, echoing round about, 
X ow here, now distant, wild and beautiful; 
\\rhile, scatter'd frOln the branches it has stirr'd, 
Descenù ecstatic odours. 
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THIRD CHOIR OF A:YGEIJICALS. 
Praise to the Holiest in the height, 
Anù in the depth be praise: 
In all His words most wonderful; 
1\Iost sure in all His ways! 


The Angels, aH bcseemingly 
To spirit-kind was given, 
At once were tried and perfected, 
And took thcir seats in heaven. 


For them no twilight or eclipse; 
No growth and no decay: 
'Twas hopeless, all-ingulfing nigllt, 
Or beatific day. 


But to the younger race there rose 
A hope upon its fall ; 
A.nd slowly, surely, graceful1y, 
The morning dawned on all. 



\nd ages, opening out, cli vide 
The precious and the basc, 
And from the hard and sul1en n1as
 
1\Iature the heirs of grace. 
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Oman! albeit the quickening ray, 
Lit frolll his second birth, 
Makes him at length vihat once he was, 
And heaven grows out of earth; 


Yet still between that earth and heaven- 
His journey and his goal- 
A double agony awaits 
His body and his soul. 


A double debt he has to pay- 
The forfeit of his sins : 
The chill of death is past, and now 
The penance-fire begins. 


Glory to lIim; who evermore 
By truth and justice reigns; 
"Vho tears t.he soul fronl out its case, 
And burns away its stains! 


Ax GEl,. 
They sing of thy approac:hillg' agony, 
'Vhich thou so eagerJy didst o question of: 
It is the facc of the Incarnate God 
Shall slnitc thee with that keen and subtle l)ain ; 
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And yet the Inenlory which it leavcs will bc 
A sovereign febrifuge to heal the woun(l; 
And yct withal it will the wound provoke, 
And aggravate and widen it the more. 


RûUL. 


Thou spcakest Inysteries; still 111cthinks I know 
To disengage the tanglc of thy words: 
Yet rather woul(l I hear thy angel voice, 
Than for myself be thy interpreter. 


AXGEIJ. 
\Vhen thcn -if such thy lot-thou seest thy Judge, 
The sight of Hin1 will kin(Ue in thy hcart 
All tender, gracious, reverential thoughts. 
Thou wilt be sick with love, and yearn for IIin1, 
And feel as though thou couldst but pity lIirn, 
That one so sweet should e'er have placed Himself 
At disadvantage such, as to be useù 
So vilely by a being so vile as thee. 
There is a pleading in IIis pensive eyes 
'Yill pierce thee to the. quick, and trouble thee. 
And thou wilt hate and loathe thyself; for, though 
X ow sinlcss, thou wilt feel that thou hast sinn'd, 
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As never thou didst feel; and wilt desire 
To slink away, and hide thee from His sight: 
And yet wilt have a longing aye to dwell 
'Vithin the beauty of His countenanee. 
And these two pains, so counter and so keen,- 
The longing for IIim, when thou seest Him not; 
The shalne of self at thought of seeing Him,- 
'ViU be thy veriest, sharpest purgatory. 


SULLo 
l\fy soul is in my hand: I have no fear,- 
In His dcar might prepared for weal or woe. 
But hark! a grand, mysterious harnlony: 
It floods me like the deep and solemn sound 
Of many waters. 


AXGEL. 
'Ve have gain'd the stairs 
"\Vhich rise towards the Presence-chanl bel'; there 
A Land of mighty Angels keep the way 
On cither side, and hymn the I ncarnate God. 


ANGET,S OF THE SACllED STAIR. 
Father, whose goodneHs none can know, but ther 
'Vho see Thee face to face, 
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By man hath come the infinite display 
Of Thy victorious grace; 
But fallcn man-the creature of a day- 
Skills not that love to trace. 
It needs, to tell the triumph Thou hast wrought, 
An Angel's deathless fire, an Angel's reach of 
thought. 


It needs that very Angcl, wùo with awe, 
Amid the garden shade, 
'fhe great Creator in llis sickness saw, 
Soothcd by a creature's aid, 
And agonized, as victim of the Law 
'Vhich He Himself had n1ade ; 
For who can praise Him in His depth and height, 
But he who saw Him rcel amid that solitary fight? 


SOUL. 
Hark! for the lintels of the presence-gate 
Are vibrating and echoing back the strain. 


FO{;RTH CHOIR OF ANGELICALS. 
Praise to the lIoliest in the height, 
And in the depth Le praise; 
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In all His 'words lllOst ,vonderful ; 
:r.lost sure in all His ways! 


The foe blasphemed the Holy Lord, 
As if He reckon'd ill, 
In that He placed lIis puppet luan 
The frontier place to fill. 


For, even in his bei5t estate, 
'Vith amplest gifts endued, 
A sorry sentinel was he, 
A being of flei5h and blood. 


As though a thing, who for his help 
Must needs possess a wife, 
Could cope with those proud relJel hostg 
'Vho had angelic life. 


And when, Ly blandishment of Eve, 
That earth-born Adam fell, 
He shriek'd in triulnph, anù he cried, 
" A f'orry scntinel ; 


" The 1\Iaker by His word is bound, 
Escape or cure is none; 


.i a 



334 TIlE DREAM OF GERO:r-,TIUS. 


He 111Ust abandon to his ùoom, 
...\.nd slay His darling son." 


AXGEL. 
And now the threshold, as we traverse it, 
Utters aloud its glad responsive chant. 


FIFTH CnOIR OF A:KGELICAJ.S. 


}'raise to the Holief:t in the height, 
A_nd in the depth be praise: 
In all His words most wonderful; 

Iost sure in all IIis ways! 


o loving wisùoln of our Goù! 
'Vhen all was sin anù shame, 
.Io.\. second ....\darIl to the fight 
And to the rescue CaIne. 


o wise
t love! that flesh anù blood 
'Vhieh did in Adan} fail, 
Should strive afrcsh against their foe, 
Should strive and shoulù prcvail ; 
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And that a higher gift than grace 
Should flesh and blood refine, 
God's Presence and His very Self, 
AnJ Essence all-divine. 


o generous love! that He who S1110te 
In n1an for man the foe, 
The double agony in man 
For man should undergo; 


And in the garden secretly, 
And on the cross on high, 
Should teach His brethren and inspire 
To suffer and to die. 



 G. 


ANGEL. 


Thy judgment now is ncar, for we are come 
Into the veilèù presence of our God. 


SOUL. 
I hcar the voices that I left on eart11. 
A a 2 
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A
GEL. 
It is the voice of friends around thy bcd, 
Who say the" Subvenite" with the priest. 
Hither the echoes come; before the Throne 
Stands the great Angel of the Agony, 
The same who strengthen'd Him, what time He 
knelt 
Lone in that garden shade, bedew'd with blood. 
That Angel best can plead with Him for all 
Tonnented souls, the dying aud the dead. 


ANGEL OF THE AGONY. 


J esu! by that shuddering dread which fell on Thee; 
J esn! by that cold dislnay which sicken'd Thee; 
Jesu! by that pang of heart which thrill'd in Thee; 
J esu! by that nlount of sins which crippled Thee; 
J csu! by that sense of guilt which stifled Thee; 
Jesu! by that innocence which girdled Thee; 
Jesu! by that sanctity which reign'd in Thee; 
J esu! by that Godhead which was one with Thee; 
.J esu! spare these souls which are so dear to Thee, 
'Vho in prison, calm and patient, "ait for Thee; 
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Hasten, Lord, their hour, and bid them come to 
Thee, 
'ro that glorious Home, where they shall ever gaze 
on 'l'hee. 


SOUL. 


I go before my Judge. Ah! 


ANGEL. 


. . . . Praise to His N aIne ! 
'rhe eager spirit has darted from my hold, 
..A.nd, with intemperate energy of love, 
Flies to the dcar feet of Emmanuel; 
But, ere it reach them, the keen sanctity, 
'Yhich with its effluence, like a glory, clothes 
And circlcs round the Crucified, has seized, 
And scorch'd, and shrivell'd it; and now it lit's 
Passive and still before the awful Throne. 
o happy, suffering soul! for it is safe, 
Constuned, yet quicken'd, by the glance of God. 


SOUL. 


Take me away, and in the lowest dcep 
Therp let 111e be, 
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And there in hope the lonc night-watches keep, 
Told out for me. 
There, motionless and happy in my pain, 
Lone, not forlorn,- 
There will I sing my sad perpetual strain, 
Until the morn. 
There will I sing, and soothe my stricken breast, 
'Vhich ne'er can cease 
To throb, and pine, and languish, till possest 
Of its Sole Peace. 
There will I sing my absent Lord and Love:- 
Take me away, 
That sooner I Inay rise, and go abovc, 
And see Him in the truth of everlasting day. 



 7. 
A:KGEL. 
Now let the golden prison ope its gates, 
Malång sweet music, as each fold revolves 
Upon its ready hinge. And Yf', grcat powers, 
Angels of Purgatory, receive from me 

Iy charge, a precious soul, until the day, 
When, from all bond and forfeiture released, 
I shall reclaim it for the courts of light. 
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SOULS IN PURGATORY. 


1. Lord, Thou 11ast bcen our refuge: In every 
generation ; 
2. Before the hills were born, and the world was: 
from age to age Thou art God. 
3. Bring us not, Lord, very low: for Thou hast 
said, Come back again, ye sons of Adam. 


i. A thousand years before 'rhine eyes are but 
as yesterday: and as a watch of the llight 
which is come and gone. 
5. The grass springs up in the morning: at 
evening-tide it shrivc1s up and dies. 


ü. So we fail in Thine anger: and in Thy wrath 
arp we troubled. 


7. Thou hast sct our sins III Thy 
ight: and our 
round of days in the light of Thy countenance. 
S. Come back, 0 Lord! how long: and be entreated 
for Thy servants. 
9. In Thy morning we shaH be fillcd with Thy 
mercy: we shall rejoice and be in pleasure all 
our days. 



360 THE DREAM OF GERONTIUS. 


10. We shall be glad according to the days of our 
humiliation: and the years in which we have 
seen evil. 


11. Look, 0 Lord, upon Thy servants and on Thy 
work: and direct their children. 


12. And let the beauty of the Lord our God be 
upon us: and the work of our hands, establish 
Thou it. 


Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: and to the 
Holy Ghost. 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
be: world without end. Amen. 


ÅL
GEL. 
Softly and gently, dearly-ranson1'd soul, 
In nlY nlost loving arms I now enfold thec, 
And, o'er the penal watcrs, as they roll, 
I poise thee, and I lower thee, and hold thee. 


And caref1.ùlJ I dip thee in the lake, 
Ana thou, without a sob or a resistance, 
Dost through tIle flood thy rapid passage take, 
Sinking dcep. deep
r, into the dim distance. 
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Angel
, to whom the wil1ing task is given, 
Shall tend, and nurse, and lull thee, as thou 
1Ïest ; 

.\.nd :\lasses on the earth, and prayers in heaven, 
Shall aid thee at the throne of the Most 
Highest. 


:E'arewell, but not for ever! brother dear, 
Be brave and patient on thy bed of sorrow; 
Swiftly shall pass thy night of trial here, 
And I will come and wake thee on the morrow. 


The Oratory. 


January, 1865. 
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St. Ignatius. 2s. 
Sf. }t""'ancis of Rome. 2s. 
Hf',.oilles of Cli({J'ity. 2s. Cd. 
Saints of the n"'odÛll!l Classes. 
t s. old. 
Sæu1' Ro..
alie alUl .JJdlle. La- 
mourous. Is. 
St. F,.am'is and St. Clare. Is. 
Lil'es of Pious routll. 3s. Cd, 
.i.llodel.n Jli.
Ûons in tile .East 
and JVest. 3s. 
Missions in Japan and Pm.a- 
guay. 3s. 
deligiolls ONlers, Sllctc1tes of. 
48. Gd. 
The Kniglds of St. .70hn. 8s. fid. 
_1 necdotcs and incidents. 2s. 
llemm'kable rOIll'ersions. 2s. ()d. 
Picflll'es of Cltl'iJJttan 1Ie,.ois1ll. 
3s. 
Pnpulm' Clwrel" 1Iistory. 8s. 
JIiS8ions in India. 5s. 
Lil'e,<;ojt1te Ilmnan Pont{tfs. By 
DE )Io
Tou. :Fine engravings. 
2 very large vols. 58s. (cash. 50s.). 
lJ({1'ras' l/i..d07'!J of the Cllllrf'h. 
4 vols. Edited by Hp. Spalding-. 
Imperial 8'.0. 2/. f<s. (ca
h, 2/.). 
Butln"s LÜ.es oftlte ;;a;nts. 4: 
vol
. dotll. ;W;. 
The Life of Bishop Borie. 


The Life of )[m.y Ann of Jesus 
the Lily of (luito. 38. Gd. ' 
Life of St. Igllatiu.<;. Dy BAR- 
TOLI. 2 yois. I-b. 
St. 19 /tali us II nil ltis Onnpa nions. 
4s. 
'l'hr Life of _lbulehar Biseim.ah 
2 vols. 3.-:. Gel. . 
Life (if J.llme. de SO!lI'{!ourt. 31. 
L
fe l!fSt. A ngela 11/e1.i(';. 3.
. 6d. 
Life of St. ..l!w.ga '.Ct of Cortona. 
js. Gd. 
L
f'e of Pl. ill cess B01"ghC.'
e. 2.
. 
Life of F. Jla1.ia L'pltl'llim. 5s. 
Life of JJl'S. Seton. 8s. (id. 
L
fe (!f JJ11le. de la Pelt1.ie. 2s. 
Life of þ'atlieJ' Feli;c de .A1UZ,'eis. 
4s. 6d. 
Life of St. Stani.<;[aus. Is. Grl. 
Life l!f ðt. Pliilomena. 2s. tide 
Life of St. Ccrilia. By GUE- 
RA
GER. (ìs. 
Lit.es of J f àtlU1.S of tlle Df'.'
('rt. 
-h. Gd. 
Life l!f Bishop B,'uté. 8s. Gd. 
Life of Pius VL 3N. 
I./ife l!f St. B/'irlqd. 28. Cd. 
Life (!f St. .Jlål'y .Jlagdall'n. 
2s. Gd. 
Life of St. Zita. 8s. 
Life of St. Prll nei.'! (!f .A.'I.<;isi. 2s. 
Life of 

't. Cat/tel.ille if Sienna. 
58. 
Lifr of Bishop Flaget. 48. Cd. 
Life of ])1'. Jlagi/tl1. 4s. Gd. 
Life l!f Catlt. JI'Allley, Nmlld- 
ress ()f tlte Siste1'S (1' J[e,'cg. 
lOs. G(I. 
Bltell (.1. G.). Pcril
 of the Ocean 
and 'Viltlemcs
. 38. Gd. 
,"tea (.T. tl.). .Missions in thf 
L"nitetl States. 
)s. 
Slwa (.I. G.). History of th( 
Church in America. 78. Gd. 
Indian Skctcllc,'I. By DE SMET 
2
. Gd. 
1lisf01.y l!f tlte Society of J(,.S'll
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. By DAURIOSAC. 2 vois. 1"28. Gd 
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Epistles awl Gospels fm' the 
chole Year. ls.6d. 
Vesper Boole for the Laity. This V olUl1le contains the 
Office of Vespers (including Comp1ine and Benediction), com- 
plete for e
'el'Y day in tlte yea?. Roan, 3s. Gd.; calf, 5s. 6d. ; 
morocco, 68. Gd. 
The Psalter in Latin, Is. 6d. Do. in English. New edi- 
tion (in the press). 
Eastel' in Heaven. Dy Father 'YENINGER, S.J. 4s. 6d. 
The Spirit vf Christianity. From the French of NEPVEU. 4s. 
Considerutions on the TV01'ld. By PlOT. l.
. 6d. 
The Tvuchstone öf Character. By the Ahbé CHASSAY. 3s. 
Crassd. 1\Ieditations for every Day in the Year. Fron1 
the French of Père CRASSET, S.J. 8vo,8s. 
S
ulcta Sophia. By Father B
\.KER, O.S.B. 5s. 
L01nùez on Christian Joy. Is. 9d. 
SpiJ'it of St. Francis of Sales. 8",. 6d. 
Our F(lith the .V"ictory. By Dr. J\ICGILL. 1 Os. 
Spiritual lJIa.:{'lJns of St. Viucent de Paul. Is. id. 
The Bpuutics vf the Sanctua'ry. From the French of LEBON. 
2s. 6d. 
The Art of Sll.tlering. From the French of St. GERMAIN. 
Is. 6ll. 
.JIetlwd of lJIeditation. Dy Fathcr ROOTHXN. 2s. 
The Genius of Chl'istianit!J. By CHATEAUBRIAXD. Com- 
plete edition. 8s. 
The JJfaJ'tyJ's. By the sanle. 6s. 
Hecker (Rev. J. T.). .....4.spirations of Nature. 5s.-Ques- 
tions of the Soul. 4s. Gd. 
1.1Iission and Duties of Young TVomen. 2s. 6d. 
Guidefor Cat/wTie YOUJlg TVmnen. By Father DESHON. 48. 
ilfaynard on the Teaching of the Jesuits. 3s. 
llIary, Stal' of the Sea. 38. 6(1. 
Paradise of the Christian Soul. COlnplete. 6s. 
The Wm'ds of Jesus. Edited by the Rev. F. CASWALL. Is. 
Lura Liturgica: Verses for the Ecclesiastical Seasons. By 
Canon OAKELEY. 3s.6d. 
Select Sacred Poetry. Is. 
-0- 
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Instructions Ùt Christian Doctrine. 38. 
Letters on First Cmnmuuion. Is. 
FlolCCJ'S of St. Francis of Assisi. 3.-;. 
.l1IallUal nf Practical Piety. By St. FR_\
CIS DE S
\LES. 3s. Gd. 
.i1Ianre8a.; 0,' the Spiritual Exercises of St. I:Juatills. 3s. 
The Christian Virtues. By St. ....'-\..LPHOX
US. 4s. 
Eternal Truths. By the SaIne. 38. 6el. 
On the PassioJl. Dy the sanle. 3s. 
Jesus hath Zored 'Us. By the sanle. 9d. 
ReflectiuJls on Spirit'wl Snl1jects. By the saUle. 2s. Gd. 
The Raccolta of Indulgenced Prayers. 3s. 
Rodrignez un Chrl.::;tiun Peljeetion. Two vols. 6t-". 
Siolúerg's Little Book of the Love of God. 2s. 
The T,'easuJ'e of Superiors. 38. 6d. 
ArchlJislwjJ IIllghes' Complete TVorks. Two vols. 8vo, 2-18. 
f:)ermons. By Father BAKER. 'Yith 
IeIl!oir. 8vo, 10..... 
Devout IWJtrllction.
 on the Sundays and .fIol idays. By 
GOFFINE. 8vo, 9s. 6d. 
Sermons by the Pauli8ts of !{ew JTork. First Series, 4s. ; 211 
ditto, 6s. ; 3d ditto, 5s. Cd. ; 4th ditto, G.
. ; .jth ditto (1865-G), is. 
A H lUulJ'e(l Short SerJJlOJls. 8vo, SSe 
Preston's Sel'7ìwns. 7 s. 
t3pahling's (TIishop) Eddences. 7 s. 
Spalding's (Bishop) Jliscellanies. 12s. 6J. 
The Gentle Sceptic. By }-'ather ,V ALL\VORTH. ...\.. Treati
e 
on the Authority and Truth of the Scriptures, and on the Ques- 
tions of the Day as to Science, &c. Gs. 
The Popula 1. Choir .JIflnZlal: containing ::\Iusic (Latin 
text) for the whole course of the Year, arranged in such a 
way as to be sung by the least experienced Choir. Morning, 
3s. Gd.; Evening, 5s. Gd.; or in 1 vol., cloth, lOse Gd., post-free. 
IIYlnns for the Yéar (2
3). 3d.; cloth, 5d. 
.Jlelodics for the II!lmns fm' the l-r ear . 18.; cloth, Is. 6". 
The two together, eloth, 28. 
The POjJlllaJ. Ilymn and Tzuze-Boole: containing the'TocaI 
Seores and Accompaniment::; for the Melodies. 1 vol. el., 103. ed. 
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